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Summary: When he finds himself transported into a new world, will 
Edward be able to find a way to return? Or will the Eullmetal 
Alchemist have to forget his past life; his friends, his family, and 
be content with the world he has? Order of the Phoenix 
timeline . 


1 . All it takes 

Edward festered an annoyance for the colonel as he sneaked through 
the bushes. And this time, A1 wasn't there to calm him down. Which 
annoyed Ed even more. 

Mustang had received reports of a suspicious group disappearing late 
at night into the forests surrounding East City. Disappeared was the 
right word to use, as no traces of them could be found when the 
initial team was sent out to investigate; no alchemy circles, traces 
of footprints, nothing. 

And so Mustang suggested (read: ordered) Edward to tail the group at 
night and find out what they were up to. Of course Ed refused 
initially, with intention to focus more on the Homunculus threat at 
hand. _People don't just disappear like ghosts_. Mustang had said. 
_And you're the only person we have on hand small enough to avoid 
attention ._ 

Hollowing an rage-filled outburst, held back by Al, came 
understanding. Disappearing acts without alchemy circles could mean 
the possibility of a fake Philosopher's Stone. 

_Or maybe a real one_, the look in Mustang's eyes had said. 

Ed was annoyed that Al couldn't come along. A hulking set of armor 
makes for a bad stealth companion, they reasoned. But still. 

_"Don't worry, brother. It's just slightly outside of East City," Al 



said . 


_"I know, but every time I leave you alone you get into trouble..." 
replied Ed._ 

_"Then I'll just wait in the library until you get back!" the suit 
cheerfully said._ 

_After a moment of consideration, Ed nodded in approval. "Alright, 
but no cats this time!"_ 

_The armor A1 was possessing slacked, obviously disappointed. Ed 
quickly tapped on A1 ' s chest, saying, "But hey, we have until 
nighttime." A grin cross his face. "Wanna practice? I've been working 
on some moves ! 

Ed rubbed the bruise on his chest gingerly. So had A1 . He was never 
able to beat his brother in a duel, which he wasn't particularly 
happy with, but was proud of A1 all the same. 

Coming to a stop, he carefully examined his surroundings before 
bringing his hands together and placing them on the ground. In a dim 
flash of blue light, Edward created a miniature dirt version of A1 on 
the ground. Still nothing, he silently cursed, covering the dirt 
armor with leaves. 

The trail of Als were left as a path for future searches, but the 
short period of time as the materials were deconstructed allowed Ed 
to sense for secret tunnels underground. 

As Edward progressed further into the forest, making and hiding 
mini-Als on the way, he came across something caught onto a bush. 

It's a piece of cloth... Ed identified as he released the cloth from 
its thorny cage. It was black, probably torn from whatever or whoever 
was passing through, and Ed felt like he was staring into the abyss 
when examining it . 

Ed was so enthralled in the piece of cloth that he didn't notice the 
dark figure behind him. 
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><pXem>"Brother? " Alphonse called. <em> 

_"A1?" Edward replied in disbelief. Al, not the armor, but Alphonse 
was standing there in front of him._ 

_"Brother?" Al echoed again, tilting his head._ 

_Edward sprinting forward, embracing Al in a tight hug. "I-I can't 
believe it, Al ! You're safe!"_ 

_"No, I'm not, brother... 

_"W-what are you saying?" Ed released his hug and grabbed Al by the 
shoulders, voice trembling. "You're fine!"_ 

_"No..." Al whispered. Erom the darkness around them shot out thin 
hands of darkness, latching onto him. Tears started to well in Al ' s 
angry eyes. "It's your fault. 



_"N-no..." Ed muttered, holding on to A1 as tightly as possible. The 

hands started pulling, taking bits and pieces of A1 as Ed 

watched 

_"You did this!" Alphonse screamed, over and over as he crumbled into 
the darkness. Edward collapsed onto his knees, hands trembling. He 
lost A1 . Again. It was all his fault... _ 

_"Can't find your way, Mr Alchemist?" A voice taunted from behind. Ed 
turned his head, seeing the white figure of Truth's featureless face, 
mouth excluded, grinning at him sadist ically ._ 

_"Y-You..." Ed stuttered, the hollowness in him filling with rage. 
"Give him back!" he screamed as he lunged at Truth. _ 

_The same black hands coiled around Ed, restraining his moves. "No 
can do," Truth giggled as Ed flailed against his bindings. "See, Mr 
Alchemist, there's nothing you can give me that is on par with your 
brother," Truth explained, waggling a finger. "No equivalent 
exchange, so to speak. 

_As Edward struggled against the hands, and also to come up with an 
answer. Truth looked up into the darkness. "Oops, it seems like 
time's up." He leaned in close to Ed's face, grinning once more. "See 
you on the other side." Ed felt the hands pulling him away, far away 
from Truth, as he faded back into the black abyss. _ 

_"Come back soon, Edward-kun . 
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><p>The first thing Edward Elric was aware of was the cold hard 
ground. The second thing he was aware of was how hard it was to 
breathe. He tried to inhale, but the air refused to enter his lungs. 
Edward could faintly hear a muttering somewhere around him. A jolt 
shot through his body, and before he knew it, he was on his hands and 
knees, coughing and heaving, before taking a deep, long awaited 
breath. A quick survey informed him that the room was plain and 
square-ish, with most of the room shrouded in shadow. <p> 

"Ah, our guest is finally awake, " a deep voice announced. He spoke 
with an accent Edward didn't recognize, but the tone was all to 
familiar to him. A tone of power. Edward shakily got onto his feet, 
lightheaded, trying to stop the world from spinning. The voice made a 
sound of mock amazement. "I'm surprised you can stand so 
soon . " 

"Shove it.." Edward growled between coughs and pants. He mentally 
berated himself, remembering how he got here. How could I so damned 
careless... He was the Eullmetal Alchemist, and yet some yahoos got 
the better of him, just because of some cloth? 

"Now, now..." The voice reprimanded, like a teacher scolding a 
misbehaving preschool kid. "Is there any way to talk to your 
master? " 


That just infuriated Edward. "Go fuck yourself." His vision 
stabilized enough to locate the bastard talking to him. The haunter 
was dressed in a long, black, flowing robe that covered most of his 



body. The long sleeves hid the man's hands, and the hood covered most 
of his head. A white mask with small slits for the eyes and holes for 
the man to breathe covered his otherwise exposed face. 

The eyes behind the mask narrowed, and glanced off either side of 
Edward. Instantly, pain overwhelmed all of his senses, but he was 
unable to writhe; limbs locked by an unknown force. Unable to scream; 
the noises stuck in his throat. Unable to think; all his nerves felt 
like exploding. 

When Ed finally could anything instead of suffer, he dropped to his 
knees again, limbs trembling from the aftereffects. "W-w-what the 
hell..." he managed to gasp. That sensation was like the feeling of 
having his automail reattached to his body, but amplified. He shot a 
hateful look towards the robed figure, the muscles in his body still 
convulsing. "What d-did you do?" 

Ed could feel the smirk behind the mask. "Punishing a disobedient 
servant." The figure knelt down in front of Ed, and the alchemist 
could see the obsidian eyes full of confidence. "Do you need another 
lesson? " 

Pain and humiliation turned to determination. "Class is over, you son 
of a bitch!" Edward clapped his hands together, channeling the energy 
through his body. Before Black-Eyes could react, Ed slammed his hands 
onto the stone floor, picturing a fist smashing into the bastard's 
mask . 

However, none of that happened. Markings previously invisible flared 
with blue energy from Ed's attempted transmutation. Black-Eyes yelled 
something, and multiple black robed men appeared from the darkness, 
pointing sticks aggressively at Edward. 

The runes formed a circle, with only Edward in it, but it wasn't any 
transmutation circle Edward was familiar with. Standing in the middle 
of an unknown circle was a terrible idea, and Ed rushed Black-Eyes. 
Two birds with one stone. 

Which is why Edward was surprised when he crashed right into the air, 
and a force threw him back into the middle of the circle. "What the 
hell is this?!" He cried out. Black-Eyes seemed to be frantically 
ordering his lackeys around, but Ed couldn't hear anything, if he was 
speaking at all. 

One of the robed minions reached out with a hand to test the 
boundaries of the circle. Lightning flashed throughout the room and 
he retracted his arm, now a bleeding stump. The circle had 
disintegrated his hand. 

Edward look on in shock. He could have been the one to vanish. 

Cursing himself for his stupidity, he examined the circle for clues 
on escaping. The circle had only four points, and symbols that even 
he didn't recognize. It was a terrible butchering of the art of 
alchemy, and Edward got legitimately upset. The symbols he did 
recognize were four triangles at each point of the circle; the four 
elements . 

Black-Eyes stared at Edward, and raised a stick at his direction. A 
bolt of green energy shot out of the stick and dissipated as it hit 
the boundary of the circle. As it did, the circle's light morphed 



from blue to green, and Ed felt a tugging sensation in the pit of his 
stomach. He felt his ears popped as the air pressure dropped 
dramatically . 

The world spun and whirled as the edges of his vision started fading 
into black. "_Not again_" was the last thing that went through the 
Fullmetal Alchemist's mind. 


2 . The New World 

"Do you think he's alright?" Hermione asked for the umpteenth time, 
pacing around the bedroom. It's been three days since Harry chased 
the Dementors away and was suspended from Hogwarts, not to mention 
the Ministry hearing of his trial. The bushy haired wizard was 
worried sick, thinking of the many situations Harry could be in and 
the emotions he could be feeling. 

"He'll be fine," Ron assured, though it seemed like he was trying to 
convince himself as well. "Harry knows how to take care of himself," 
he said as he threw a rubber ball at the wall, catching it on the 
rebound . 

"But you know how Harry is, he'll go crazy; not knowing anything, not 
able to do anything. Won't you?" 

"Yeah, but..." Ron sheepishly answered. 

Hermione 's expression fell. "Do you think he's going to be mad at 
us?" 


Ron returned to his ball-throwing monotony. "Nah. If anything he's 
gonna be mad at Dumbledore, for keeping us silent." He paused. 

"Right ? " 

That did nothing to sate Hermione 's worry. It was temporarily 
suspended as a loud crashing came from downstairs. Both teens gave 
each other a confused look, before Hermione decided that she would 
check it out, opening the door. Ron followed, the rubber ball 
absentmindedly clutched in his right hand. 

Molly and Sirius were both slowly descending the stairs, wands drawn. 
Upon seeing Hermione, Sirius put a finger to his lips, before taking 
the lead down, with Molly following close behind. The two teens 
followed the adults, curious at what or who made the noise. 

The hallways were clear, and the front door remained tightly shut, so 
it seemed that someone Apparated into the house. Hearing a disturbing 
noise coming from the kitchen, the group slowly advanced. 

The kitchen was a mess. The dining table, most prominently, had been 
smashed as was lying crumpled on the ground, splinters of wood spread 
throughout. Silverware and china had been swept off the top of the 
low cabinets. A figure, dressed in a long red cloak and black pants, 
was hunched over the kitchen sink. Hermione couldn't tell for sure, 
but from the sounds that was coming from that direction, it sounded 
like the intruder was hurling up the contents of his last 
meal . 


"Who ' re you?!" Sirius called out, wand pointed at the figure. It 



turned around, and Hermione was shocked to see a boy, who could 
barely be over 12, with long golden hair and the brightest golden 
eyes staring weakly at the group. 

"It's just... a boy?" Molly gasped, wand lowering. She started to 
move forward, but Sirius held her back. 

"Don't! He's dangerous!" Sirius barked, to the shock of the three of 
them. His wand remained at the ready. 

The boy's eyes darted around, scanning the group. As his eyes landed 
on the wands in Molly and Sirius' hands, they hardened. Sirius 
noticed as well, and launched a Stupefy at the kid. 

The boy ducked with remarkable speed at the same time, flipping up a 
large broken piece of table and took cover. The wizards ducked back 
into the hallway, with Sirius firing spell after spell. 

"What are you doing, Sirius?!" Molly demanded as he continued to 
pressure the unknown kid. 

"That's not one of us!" he growled in between volleys of 
spells . 

"But he's just a kid!" Molly argued. 

"He can't be just a kid if he got in here!" As Sirius stepped out to 
take another shot, a flash of blue light came from behind the 
makeshift cover. The kid leaped over the wood, throwing his right arm 
outwards in the process. Sirius ducked back just in time to see the 
wall in the hallway impaled with three silver daggers. 

As Sirius spun into the kitchen to deliver another volley of spells, 
they were all surprised to see him being pulled in by the boy by the 
arm and, in an instant later, pinned to the ground by the intruder, 
Sirius's wand arm held down by the boy's knee. "Pdor me!" the boy 
growled, staring at Molly, fist raised threateningly over Sirius's 
head . 

Hermione had unknowingly clutched onto Ron's arm, but the red headed 
kid didn't seem to notice. The boy had moved with such speed and 
overpowered a grown man with such ease, without even using magic. The 
tension in the room thickened as Molly stared back at the boy, not 
sure what he just said. 

"If you're gonna kill me, then just do it!" Sirius yelled. 

The boy glanced quest ioningly at Sirius, but his eyes never relaxed. 
"Hust pu ! " he growled, before turning his attention to Molly. "I 
dasi, pdor ti!" he barked again, staring at the wand in Molly's 
hand . 

Finally getting the message the boy was trying to get across, Molly 
slowly put her wand onto the ground. "What are you doing. Mum?" Ron 
hissed. Hermione noticed her grip on Ron's arm, and quickly let go 
with a slight blush. Ron didn't notice. Molly remained silent, but 
continued to stare intently at the boy. 


"Oyu!" the boy pointed at Hermione. 


"Hewer ma I?" 



"I-I'm sorry, I can't understand 


Hermione gave him a puzzled look, 
you . " 

The boy gave her an equally puzzled look. "Thwa gualnuge si hath?" He 
paused, brows furrowed. "Hewer ma I?" he repeated, slowly, though 
Hermione noted a subtle change in tone. If he was really out to kill 
them, Sirius would have been done in by now. 

Apparently Molly noticed it too, as she slowly approached, hands 
raised. "Are you lost, dear?" 

The boy didn't take too well to that, as his knee applied further 
pressure on Sirius, causing him to grunt in pain. "Oyu tsya ckab ! " 
Molly stepped back quickly. 

Hermione took a step forward, hands raised as well. The boy kept an 
eye on her, but didn't otherwise react. She took another. No 
reaction. Ron whispered harshly, "What are you doing? Are you crazy?" 
To which she just glared briefly at him. The boy seemed to not be as 
wary of her as he was Molly. 

"Who are you?" Hermione asked as she slowly made her way towards the 
kid and Sirius. 

"Don't, stay back!" Sirius warned, but was met with slightly more 
pressure on his arm. 

"No, it's all right," Hermione said. She and the boy locked eyes. 
"What's your name?" she asked, making sure to pronounce every 
syllable slowly. 

A wave of emotions flashed across his face. Confusion, desperation, 
frustration. "I odnt sernatddun oyu!" he finally growled in 
anger . 

She knelt down beside him, with whispers of warnings coming from the 
Weasleys behind her, wracking her brain for a way to communicate 
between two languages. "Hermione," she said slowly as she pointed at 
herself. Names should be universal, she thought, and a decent way to 
start . 

"Her . . . mio . . . nee? " the boy repeated, letting the unfamiliar syllables 
roll in his mouth. 

"Yes," she said as she nodded. "Hermione." Finally, this was getting 
somewhere. "You?" She pointed at the boy, hoping the questioning look 
on her face could get the point across. 

He looked at her, then suspiciously looked at the other wizards 
nearby. He finally looked back at her. "Ed... ward, " he spoke slowly 
as well. 

"Edward?" Hermione repeated, to the satisfaction of the boy. She 
gingerly pointed the pinned wizard. "Sirius." She hoped this 
introduction after her own would suggest that they were friends; that 
they were harmless. 

"Si . . . ri . . . us . . . " Edward repeated, glaring at the wizard he pinned 
down. "Htis strabda?" Sirius glared back. If looks could kill, they'd 
both be dead. 



Hermione could hear some venom in his voice. "No, no, no!" she shook 
her head and wove her arms, trying to calm him down from whatever he 
just said. He glanced back at her. "We don't want to harm you," she 
said in the friendliest voice possible. 

Edward glanced at everyone again. They all had a look of concern in 
their eyes, except for Sirius, of course. His eyes softened just a 
little. "Odnt ytr hnaytgni unynf , " he said, a hint of suspicion in 
his voice. Hermione took that as a warning. Edward got off Sirius and 
retreated a few meters. His posture remained alert. 

Molly and Ron moved forward to help Sirius up, the latter massaged 
his aching arm. "Molly, " Hermione pointed at the older woman, then at 
the younger Weasley. "Ron." 

"Mo..lly... Ron," Edward repeated. He seemed pleased with Ron's name, 
probably because it was easy for him to pronounce and remember. 

"We should call the Order, " Sirius suggested, nursing his bruised 
arm. "They'll know what to do with him." 

"No, don't," Hermione warned, as Edward looked on, trying to make 
heads or tails out of their words. "The last thing we want is for him 
to be more frightened." She glanced at the golden-haired boy, pitying 
him. "He's obviously lost, and doesn't speak English. What do you 
think he's going to do when a group of armed wizards and witches 
barge in yelling at him in a language he doesn't 
understand? " 

"You're mental, 'Mione!" Ron argued. "Did you see what he could do?" 
Ron pointed at the daggers in the wall. "He's dangerous! I say we 
knock him out and tie him up." 

"Ronald!" Molly scolded, and her son flinched. "I agree with 
Hermione. We should make him feel comfortable instead of bringing any 
more people he might be threatened by." Her motherly instincts were 
showing, even though Edward seemed ready to harm them moments ago. 
"Ron, take Sirius upstairs and look after him." 

"Mom, I'm not leaving you with that lunatic!" 

"Now, Ron," she ordered, and her son had to comply. Sirius too, lest 
they suffer the full wrath of Molly Weasley. Now the two females 
turned their attention to Edward. He seemed more relaxed now that 
Sirius and Ron were out of sight. 

"Umm..." Hermione began as she looked around for something Edward 
could sit on, but everything was in pieces. Edward tried to follow 
her gaze, then seemed to realize the damage around him. 

"Let me get my wand, " Molly announced, but Hermione stopped 
her . 

Edward was gathering the pieces of wood on the ground, moving all of 
it into a neat pile in the middle of the room. Not one splinter was 
left out. "Tspe ckab, " he said, then continued to stare at them. 
Hermione and Molly looked at each other, before looking back. Edward 
sighed, then made a pushing motion with his hands. 



"I think he wants us to move back," Hermione guessed. The both of 
them took a few steps back, and Edward rolled his eyes, as if saying 
'Finally'. He clapped his hands, and the sound rang through the 
house. A flash of blue lightning erupted from the wood pile as Edward 
placed both his hands on it. Wood seemed to shift and grow from the 
pile, and once everything settled, the wood pile was no more. 

Instead, the table was back where it once was, perfectly 
repaired . 

The two witches looked on in shock and amazement. Wandless magic! He 
must be be an amazing wizard where he's from, Hermione thought. 

Edward gathering the broken silver into smaller piles, and repeated 
the process. One clap, one item was repaired. He continued until the 
kitchen was back the way it was. 

Grabbing the daggers, Edward did his ritual one final time, and they 
morphed into a silver platter, which he promptly replaced on the 
cabinet. Done with his repairs, he looked at the two women with a 
grin on his face, chest puffed out. He was obviously proud. 

Molly recovered from her shock faster. "How did you do that? Without 
a wand, too?" Edward look on in confusion. "Right, you can't 
understand me." She pointed at the table and the dishes, then made a 
small upwards motion with both her hands, palm facing up. 

Edward looked confused, but it wasn't the kind he was showing before. 
"Thwa od oyu emna ohw? Hatts alchemy, " he said 
matter-of-fact ly . 

"Alchemy?" Hermione repeated. One word that is the same between both 
languages? Pertaining to magic, no less. 

Edward nodded. "Ohw od oyu tno nokw thwa oyur isugn?" he asked, then 
realized they can't understand him. "Al-che-my, " he repeated 
slowly . 

Molly looked at her. "You think...?" The both of them seemed to be on 
the same page. "But alchemy can't..." 

"Please wait here, Mrs Weasley, " she said before running up to her 
and Ron's room. Ron wasn't there, probably chatting with Sirius in 
the latter's own room. She dug for her Alchemist's Cookbook by 
Paraceleus textbook (she liked her light reading) and scanned the 
first few sentences until she found a paragraph using the word 
'alchemy' specif ically . With the sentence in mind, she rushed back 
down the stairs. Nothing much had change, except that Edward was 
closely examining Molly's wand, with her permission, it 
seemed . 

Hermione showed the book to Edward, and pointed at the specific 
paragraph. "Alchemy?" Maybe she could confirm whether the word 
alchemy was written the same in his language. 

His eyes went wide in shock. Grabbing the book, his eyes darted from 
sentence to sentence, before turning the page and continued to 
examine the words . 


"Edward?" she asked, intimidated by the intense focus Edward seemed 
to have. He continue, as if he didn't hear her. 



Molly cleared her throat in the strict, motherly way only she could. 
"Edward? What's wrong?" The boy looked up in annoyance, as if 
forgetting they were there. His eyes seemed to light up and a genuine 
smile broke onto his face, and he reached into a pocket, pulling out 
a small, black notebook. He flipped to a certain page, and showed it 
to the both of them. 

The page describe the art of alchemy, of transmutations, and the 
witches look at each other, surprised elation on their faces. 

It was in English. 
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><p>It's been one hell of a ride for Edward. After accidentally 
activating the circle, it felt like he spun around for ages in space. 
When he came to, it was on the floor of a large kitchen, on the 
splinters of a broken table. He tried to stand up too quickly, and 
felt the need to upchuck the contents of his stomach. <p> 

Then, strangers appeared in the doorway, brandishing the same sticks 
that his captors did earlier. Instinctively, he went into combat 
mode, and managed to subdue the long haired man firing at him with 
those sticks. The woman held a stick as well, and he yelled at 
her . 

It was then he discovered they didn't speak the same language, and 
through some tough communicat ion, the bushy haired young girl 
convinced him that they weren't going to hurt him. The man who 
attacked him and a taller red-headed boy left, leaving the females 
with him. He quickly repaired the damage he did on entry, and the 
two, Hermione and Molly as they introduced earlier, looked shocked, 
as if they haven't heard of alchemy. In his frustration at their 
ignorance, he tried to call them out on not knowing what they were 
using, but then quickly remembered their language barrier. 

Turns out, they did know about alchemy, as the girl left and quickly 
returned with a book on alchemy and its art. The kicker was that it 
was written in Amestrian, and Ed quickly deduced that, even though 
the dialect was different, they were speaking some form of Amestrian 
too . 

And that brought him to his current predicament. Writing to 
communicate . 

The woman named Molly said something to Hermione and left, but not 
before giving Edward a gentle pat on the head. He growled. She better 
not be thinking I'm a cute kid. 

That left Ed and Hermione. The first thing she asked him through 
writing, with an odd feather, is _Who are you?_ 

The feather took some adjustment to his usual scribbling style, but 
he managed to answer with _Edward Elric._ 

_Where did you come from?_ 

_East City._ Hermione looked confused. _Amestris_, he added. 


Never heard of it. Never heard of it? Edward couldn't believe her 



ignorance. Or stupidity. 

But it was time to ask the questions. _Where am I?_ 

_Islington Borough. London. _ 

London? He looked her in the eyes, and shrugged, shaking his head. 

She didn't looked as shocked as he did. _What ' s with the 
St icks ?_ 

Now it was Hermione ' s turn to look utterly confused. Did he look that 
dumb? _They ' re wands. _ 

_Wands? What are those?_ 

Hermione paused after reading Ed's question. She looked deep in 
thought, before writing, _Aren't you a wizard?_ Reading that, Edward 
couldn't help but laugh heartily. _What ' s so funny ?_ Hermione had 
added after seeing his hysterical outburst. 

_I'm an alchemist. There are no such thing as 'wizards '_. 

Now Hermione looked appalled. _If you're not a wizard, how did you 
perform that magic?_ 

_Magic doesn't exist, idiot. That was alchemy. _ 

An insulted look crossed her face. _Magic does exist! And alchemy 
can't do that!_ Edward burst out in laughter again. These idiots in 
London, wherever that is, are either ignorant or plain idiotic. He 
wiped tears from his eyes, as Hermione looked at him, dead 
serious . 

_Eine, watch. _ This is alchemy, not magic. As soon as Hermione read 
it, he clapped his hands and placed it on the table. The wood morphed 
as he created a small statue of A1 on the table, as the girl look on 
shocked. Another clap, and the table was restored back to its 
original state. 

Hermione scribbled furiously on the piece of paper they've been using 
as communicat ion . _Can every wizard where you're from do that?_ Now 
Ed was getting slightly annoyed. 

_ALCHEMISTS. And no, I'm a special case. Studied hard._ Ed added that 
last part as an afterthought, hoping she doesn't pry further. 

_Do all 'alchemists' speak your language? What is it?_ fortunately 
for Ed, she didn't. 

_Amestrian ._ 

Looks of confusion were common in this exchange. _But you write in 
English ._ 

_No, this is Amestrian._ 

Hermione sighed. _Well, here we call it English. _ 

And that's what you speak? Hermione nodded her response to Ed's 
question. If everyone here's speaking this English, then it'd be best 



for him to learn, at least simply. It would make finding his way home 
from here a lot easier. 


Teach me. The girl had a shocked look. I'm a fast learner. Ed wrote, 
before patting himself on the chest. Hermione gave him a quizzical 
look, before nodding. Ed smiled, pleased. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The first hour was hellishly boring. Hermione had written out the 
alphabet and had him pronounce, in English, each letter repeatedly 
until she was sure he had gotten the hang of it. Then she put two 
letters together and apparently some combinations made different 
noises, like a 'Ph' was pronounced like an 'E' in a word.<p> 

Then it went on to single words. Simple stuff like 'chair' or 
'table', and some easy words from the Alchemist's Cookbook. Once she 
felt like she'd explained the basic rules of the English language she 
moved on to grammar and full sentences. That's when it got 
interesting. Incredibly quickly, over the course of a few hours, Ed 
was able to form complete sentences and hold a simple conversation, 
albeit robot-like, as Hermione described. 

Once or twice, the red-headed kid, Ron, had come down to check on 
them, though Ed was sure he was more concerned for the girl, but she 
assured him she was fine. 

After a while, Hermione said that it was enough for the day. She was 
clearly impressed at the rate he was learning, and why shouldn't she 
be? He was the Eullmetal Alchemist! 

As she packed her books and weird pen feather up, Ed spoke. "Thanks, 
Hermione . " 

She glanced at him, not expected the gratitude. "N-no problem, 

Ed, " 

Before she could leave, though, Edward had one more request. "Can I 
have a picture of the world?" 

Hermione processed the request, then it clicked. "Oh, a map! Yeah, 
sure. Wait here." She returned quickly with a large piece of paper, 
with a massive painting on it. "Looking for your home?" 

"Mmhmm, " Edward nodded, before spreading the map flat on the table 
and started scanning. The more he scanned, however, the more panic he 
looked. "It is not here!" 

"What?" Hermione asked. "What's not there?" 

"My home! Amestris! It is not on here!" Edward exclaimed. 

"How's that possible?" Hermione asked. 

"I do not know, but..." Edward trailed off. The circle! He took out 
his notebook and redrew the circle as best he could remember, but it 
was incomplete. The four points were there, the symbol for the four 
elements, and some symbols he didn't recognize, but there were more, 
he was sure of it. 



"What's that?" the girl came closer, gesturing at the drawing he just 
made . 

"The circle... Alchemical circle, " he clarified. "I was in a room, 
then this thing lighted up-" 

"Lit up, " she corrected. 

"Yeah, that. Then I ended up here. But some things are missing, and I 
can't remember!" Ed scratched his head in frustration. It couldn't 
be... could it? "Do you have more books on alchemy?" 

"No..." she regretfully shook her head. 

"Shit!" Ed cursed in Amestrian. She hadn't gotten around to teaching 
him the foul words. "Can I have that?" he asked in English, pointing 
at the book. 

"S-sure, " Hermione handed him the book, and recoiled at the force he 
snatched it from her with. Wasting no time, Edward sat down, 
furiously flipping through the pages, making notes in his own 
notebook . 

Hermione left with a hasty 'goodbye', but Edward was too engrossed 
and focus to notice anything else. 

She ran into Molly and Sirius on the way upstairs. "How's the runt?" 
Sirius asked. His arm seemed to be much better after a short rest. 
Edward didn't damage it too badly. 

"He says he's not from this world," Hermione explained, before 
launching into a recap as quick as she could, even showing them the 
written exchange they had before he started learning English. 

"How's that possible?" Molly asked. 

"I don't know," Hermione replied. She was still wrapping her head 
around the concept of multiple worlds. 

"That would explain the not believing in magic..." Sirius explained. 
"I think its time we informed the Order." 

Molly and Hermione looked apprehensive. Sirius noticed, then sighed. 
"Eine, but at least Dumbledore has to know." That was better received 
by the two of them. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The book looked promising at first, but the more he read the more 
it referenced magic, something that doesn't exist. In no way did the 
book explain or show any symbols that would help him decipher the 
Eour-Point Circle, as he had taken to calling it. The parts that did 
make sense were already common knowledge to Edward. The most 
infuriating thing, however, was that the book did not mention 
anything about Equivalent Exchange. The foundation of alchemy was 
never mentioned in a book about alchemy. It spoke as if magic ignored 
equivalent exchange entirely. <p> 


At a certain point, Edward came to the conclusion that maybe the 
magic the book spoke of was the equivalent exchange. Maybe the book 



was written in code. And so he started trying to decipher the studies 
of alchemy the book so described. 


He was halfway through the book, and each mention of magic was, in 
fact, not equivalent exchange, no matter how Edward tried to 
decipher. "Damn it!" Edward cursed again. He couldn't afford to not 
figure out this puzzle. A1 was waiting back home for him, God dammit. 
He couldn't lose Al, not again. He wouldn't lose A1 . Redoubling his 
efforts, with his motivation in mind, he took a crack at the next 
chapter of the book. 

He didn't even notice the two elderly folk, escorted by Hermione, 
enter the room. "Edward?" she called. Promptly ignored, as 
usual . 

She was about to try again, but the elderly man stopped her. "It's 
quite alright. Miss Granger. Minerva and I will take it from 
here . " 

She nodded and quickly took her leave. The old man and woman walked 
up to Edward. "Excuse me, Mr Elric." 

The unfamiliar voice caught his attention. Edward looked up, annoyed 
and frustrated. "What? Who ' re you?" 

The old man bowed slightly. "My name is Albus Dumbledore. This," he 
nodded to the woman beside him, "is Minerva McGonagall. We have been 
informed of your... unique situation." 

Ed made a noise of disdain. "So?" 

McGonagall looked outraged at his lack of manners, but Dumbledore ' s 
expression remained friendly and smiling. "We would like to offer our 
assistance to you in your endeavors." 

Ed looked skeptical. "What do you want?" He looked unhappy with the 
way the words came out, then he started again. "I mean, why do you 
want to help me? What are you looking for?" 

"We just sympathized with one so young as yourself, " Minerva 
explained . 

"I'm fifteen!" Edward huffed. "Not young anymore, so you take take 
your sympathy and shove it ! " 

Minerva looked like she was about to reprimand him terribly, but 
Dumbledore held up a hand, stopping her. "We would just like to 
assist you in getting to your home world as quickly as 
possible . " 

Edward brought back his skepticism. "What do you want in 
return? " 

The corner of Dumbledore ' s eyes crinkled, and there was a twinkle of 
understanding in his eyes. "You call your art alchemy, do you 
not?" 


"Yeah, what about it?" Ed couldn't see where this is going. 

"Well, it just so happens that I am a practicing alchemist, myself, " 



Dumbledore announced, as he smiled at the young Edward. 

Ed scoffed. "Yeah, and so does the dtioi who wrote this book, " he 
flicked his hands towards the direction of the Alchemist's Cookbook, 
lapsing briefly into Amestrian. "Your books do not even mention the 
concept of-" 

"Equivalent Exchange?" Dumbledore interjected, a knowing smile on his 
lips . 

Edward looked positively shocked. "You heard of it?!" 

"Yes, well, my old friend Nicolas Elamel never could stop talking 
about it when I first met him, " Dumbledore explained. Minerva watched 
as the two conversed. Not even she had heard of this equivalent 
exchange, but the boy is discussing it as thought it was common 
knowledge . 

"Elamel!" Edward's eyes and smile grew wider. "I have heard of that 

name, in Amestris!" Then a revelation hit him. "That 

means-" 

"Nicolas must have had a way to move between worlds, " Dumbledore 
finished . 

"Do you have anything of his, like books or research materials?" 
Edward asked, hope filling his voice. 

"Yes, I have some of those in my office." 

"Well then, what are we waiting for?" Edward practically leaped out 
of his chair. "Let's go right now!" 

"Ah, but there is just one problem, " Dumbledore stopped the boy, a 
sly look in his eyes. "Equivalent Exchange." 

Edward's joy dissolved for a second, but then it re-emerged. "Yeah, 
of course. What do you want?" he asked again, this time a sincere 
question . 

"There's only one thing that seems appropriate for this transaction," 
Dumbledore announced. "I would like you to teach Alchemy at my 
school . " 

There was a moment of silence, before both Minerva and Edward 
exploded in protests. "He's just a child, Albus ! " Minerva 
exclaimed . 

"I am not just a child!" Edward retorted. "Besides, no way in hell am 
I teaching a group of snot-nosed shitheads ! " Even though the curses 
were in Amestrian, both McGonagall and Dumbledore could discern the 
general meaning behind the words . 

"Now, now, Minerva. If what we heard was correct, Edward would be a 
perfect candidate to teach the subject. And Edward," Dumbledore 
addressed the boy, "this is the condition of Equivalent Exchange I am 
willing put forward for free access to Nicolas' notes." 

A short grumble in Amestrian came from Edward, before he replied, 
"Eine. So can we leave now?" 



"I'm afraid not. Mister Elric. You'll be arriving at Hogwarts with 
the rest of the students." A confused look on Edward's face prompted 
Dumbledore to add, "Ron Weasley and Hermione Granger are students; 
you'll be following them." 

"...But..." he started to argue, but the look in Dumbledore and 
Minerva's eyes told him the futility of it. "Whatever," Ed 
reluctantly said, slouching back 

"Splendid!" Dumbledore clapped his hands together. "Then we shall be 
seeing you when the school term starts. Mister Elric!" And with that, 
the two wizards departed, turning the corner before a large ' crack ! ' 
could be heard. 

"What a weird couple..." Edward mused, before his stomach growled 
intensely. He walked to the stairwell before yelling, "Is there any 
food around here?" 


3. Harry Erigging Potter 

The next week was the longest week of Ed's life. He had been given a 
room across the hall from where Ron and Hermione were staying. It was 
quite plain, with a bed and something called a dresser with a mirror 
on it, and not much else. Which Edward was content with. He didn't 
need much, because he usually had A1 to keep him company. With A1 not 
around, Ed found that he had to interact with the other people in the 
house. Usually because Hermione drags him to do so, to improve his 
English . 

There were the four people he met on his first day in, and three 
other regulars. Ginny, Ered, and George. Sister and brothers to Ron, 
with Molly being their mother. Every single one of them was surprised 
at the amount Ed ate, topping even that of Ron, their family's 
biggest eater, by at least two times. They were also surprised at his 
age. He threw a massive fit when they thought that he was 12, and a 
little short to be 15. Ered and George never stopped teasing him 
about his age or size since. 

They were nice people, but he was content to be a non-participant in 
their usual conversations. He tried to only spoke when they asked him 
a direct question. It was difficult at the start, with all their talk 
of magic, to not burst out into laughter or scowl at their ignorance, 
but it got easier over time. Even when they did perform their 'magic' 
in front of him, like plates lifting by themselves or the house being 
cleaned by sentient brooms, he wrote it off as some unnatural alchemy 
that Elamel ' s notes would shed light on. 

Other people would always pop in and out of the house, and sometimes 
they would hold secret meetings in the kitchen downstairs, but Edward 
paid them no mind. He'd keep himself busy with research on the 
Eour-Point Circle or physical exercises to keep his body in working 
condition. Sirius was even kind enough to give Edward access to the 
library in his house, after Ed apologized, no matter how insincerely 
it was. Sirius even taught him some of the words Hermione absolutely 
refused to. 


The monotony was finally broken when a new arrival came into the 
house. Hermione sounded extremely excited, judging by the squeals 



coming from her room, before her door burst open as she went down to 
greet the newcomer. The closing of her door a few minutes later 
probably meant whoever it was was in their room. 

Edward lay back on his bed, a smile forming on his face. They had 
been talking about some hairy kid non-stop for the past few weeks, 
like he was so all mighty and important. He was their age too, 
apparently, and that he was in trouble or using magic or something. 

Ed had scoffed. He'd been in trouble many times in the military for 
wanton destruction or something like that. Never stopped him. 

But if the kid's here means that they should be heading to 
Dumbledore ' s school soon, which mean he was oh-so close to Elamel ' s 
notes . 

Screaming broke Edward's momentary happiness. Something about a 
sorcerer's stones or a riddle and dementia. He tried to block it out 
with his pillow, but the screaming came from right next door. It 
continued on about dragons and sphinxes and fowls until Ed couldn't 
take it anymore. "GOD, JUST SHUT UP ALREADY, PEOPLE ARE TRYING TO 
SLEEP HERE!" Silence. Peace. Ed exhaled, finally relaxing. 

There was a knock on his door. "Edward?" Hermione ' s voice. "Can we 
come in?" 

Ed was about to reply when he realized he wasn't wearing his jacket 
or coat; his automail was showing. "J-just a minute!" he yelled, 
pulling on his black jacket and boots. "Alright, come in!" 

Hermione slowly opened the door, and was followed by Ron and another 
kid that he had never seen before. This kid was taller than Hermione, 
but shorter than Ron, and had messy but short black hair. His eyes 
were surprisingly green, behind those round glasses he wore. A 
lightning bolt scar rested just above his left eye. 

"Need something?" Edward asked, propping himself up on his 
bed . 

"Who's this runt?" the new kid asked, bitterness lacing his voice. 

Ron and Hermione both shared a look that could only say 'Uh-oh' as a 
vein popped out near Edward's temple. 

"WHO THE HELL ARE YOU CALLING SO SHORT HE NEEDS A STEPLADDER TO CLIMB 
A EULL SIZED LADDER?!" 

Just then, with a crack, Ered and George appeared in the room. They 
looked at Ed in anticipation, before a disappointed look replaced 
them. "Aww, did we miss another great shorty rant?" 

"COME HERE AND I'LL BREAK YOUR LEGS SO YOU'RE SHORTER THAN ME!" 

Edward yelled, leaping at the twins. They Apparated away, leaving 
Edward to crash into the floor. Giggles could be heard further up the 
house. "Damn those bastards." 

Ron and Hermione seemed both amused and scared "Umm. . . Harry, this is 
Edward. Ed, this is Harry," Hermione introduced the two. 

Edward frowned at Harry, still coming off one of his famous rants. A 
thin and weak-looking kid, Ed could see something in the kid's eyes. 
Anger. Suffering. Determination. He was very familiar with those; saw 



them every time he looked in the mirror. But there was something 
else. Isolation. Loneliness. Whatever this Harry's been through, it 
was not pretty. 

Harry didn't appear to share the sentiment. "What's he doing here? Is 
this another thing Dumbledore instructed you not to tell me about?" 
he demanded from Ron and Hermione. His voice was shaking. Another 
yelling match could start any time soon. 

"What good would that have done?" Edward answered for them. Harry's 
glare now turned to him, and he returned the look. His 
self-entitlement was getting on Ed's nerves. "Would all information 
in the world have done anything?" 

Harry snapped. "WHAT DO YOU KNOW?!" he screamed at the top of his 
lungs. "YOU'RE NOT THE ONE WHO'S BEEN TRAPPED IN HELL EOR EOUR WEEKS! 
YOU'RE NOT THE ONE WHO'S BEEN TASKED WITH TAKING DOWN VOLDEMORT ! 
YOU'RE NOT THE ONE WHO'S HAD TO WATCH A ERIEND DIE IN ERONT OE 
HIM! " 


Edward clenched his hands. What does this kid know about hell, 
running around screaming like the world revolves around him? About 
death? About- 

"Edward?" Hermione gingerly asked, as if Edward was an atomic bomb 
ready to go off. 

Harry gave her a black look. "SO YOU'RE TAKING HIS SIDE?" 

"Get out." The softness of the command shocked everyone in the room. 
Harry didn't need to be told twice. Instantly, he stormed out of the 
room, slamming the door shut. Ron and Hermione just stood here, a 
mixture of negative emotions on their faces, looking back and forth 
between Ed and the door. They decided Harry was more important, and 
chased after him. 

Ed flopped on the bed as he fumed. He hasn't been this angry- no, 
that wasn't the word; upset? Disappointed?- since, well, he couldn't 
remember. A1 was always the one to talk him out of everything, his 
anchor to earth, but without him here... 

He tried to focus the emotions into figuring out a way home, but the 
dead ends just frustrated him even more. Einally he just flopped onto 
the bed, closing his eyes, forcing himself to sleep, ignoring whoever 
came up to call him down for dinner. 

An an hour and forty-eight minutes passed, and there was another 
knock on the door. "Edward? Are you hungry?" Mrs Weasley. 

He got up, feeling his limbs creak from staying in one spot too long, 
and opened the door slightly. Her concerned face looked at him 
through the crack. "I'm not hungry." His stomach growled audibly. He 
looked down, irritated. Et tu, stomach? 

"It's alright dear, the rest of the children have gone to bed," she 
explained. Meaning Harry. "Besides, there's a few people I want you 
to meet . " 


Ed's stomach growled again. "Alright," he muttered, grabbing his red 
coat before heading downstairs. 



"There's only leftovers," Molly started to explain, but Ed stopped 
her from continuing with a noise signaling his understanding. As they 
entered the kitchen, Ed saw Sirius sitting there, and a couple of new 
faces and old faces he just didn't care to remember. 

The first person he noticed was a woman with spiky purple hair and a 
pale heart-shaped face, who waved happily at him. Next was a short 
man with a distinct lack of hair, and smelled terribly like 
cigarettes and alcohol. Then there was a man with a pale face and a 
small, rough beard with gray tints in his otherwise light brown hair. 
Ed could have sworn he smelled like wet dog, but didn't want to 
mention it. The last two were obviously part of Molly's family, one 
significantly older than the other. Ed wondered how many people could 
one family fit. 

"Ah, you must be Edward Elric!" the older Weasley stood up and 
extended his right hand. "I'm Arthur, Molly's husband." Edward took 
the man's hand, feeling him squeeze his automail in a firm handshake. 
"Quite a grip you got there, " Arthur chuckled, surprised. 

"Yeah, well..." Ed chuckled awkwardly. He flailed his hand around, 
pretending that it hurt. "You too." 

The purple haired girl was eager to be next. She stood up, and 
gleefully shook Ed's hand. "Nice to meet you, I'm Tonks ! " Her hair 
turned from purple to pink. 

"Uh..." Ed stammered, unable to believe his eyes. "Did your hair 
just ..." 

She nodded, grinning. "I'm a Metamorphmagus ! " As she said so, he hair 
turned into a multitude of colors. 

"How..." Ed muttered, as he moved around her, staring at the changing 
colors . 

"Ahem," Mrs Weasley cleared her throat. Everyone else was staring in 
amusement at Ed's wonder. 

The man with the gray streak in his hair stepped came to him next. 
"I'm Remus Lupin, pleasure to meet you." Ed shook his hand, trying 
not to crinkle his nose at the smell. 

The balding man was Mundungus Eletcher, and the other Weasley was 
Bill. Ed didn't like Eletcher, he seemed too much like the criminal 
type . 

As Molly gathered as much of the leftovers as she could, knowing Ed's 
appetite, the rest took an interest in the boy. They all studied him 
non-verbally , looking up and down Edward. He felt like a frog in a 
laboratory . 

Remus Lupin was the first one to speak up. "So, Edward, where are you 
from? " 

Edward looked at the man. Erom the look on his face, Ed could tell 
that he already knew the answer. "I'm from Germany," he lied, 
remembering a place he saw on this world's map. Lupin was surprised, 
but before he could say anything, Ed continued. "You already know, so 



why ask?" 


Sirius burst out in laughter. "He got you. Moony!" The rest joined in 
the laughter as well, but Ed didn't miss the impressed look on 
Lupin ' s face . 

"You're good, Edward," Lupin conceded, and Edward had a proud smirk 
on his face. "You're right, Dumbledore told us about your situation." 
Molly placed a plate full of food in front of Ed, who promptly dug 
in . 

Tonks spoke next. "Wow, that's a lot of food, Ed! You're gonna eat 
all of it?" 

"You'd be surprised," Molly chuckled as Ed started scarfing down the 
meal . 

Between mouthfuls, Ed engaged in conversation, to the displeasure of 
Mrs Weasley. "He told you about me teaching, too?" 

The people at the table nodded. "Dumbledore said you'd be teaching 
alchemy, right?" Bill asked. Ed nodded. "Well, isn't alchemy about 
potions or transfiguration?" 

Ed sighed. Even the adults were clueless. "No. Alchemy is the art of 
manipulating and altering matter using natural energy, " he recited, 
to the look of utter confusion of the adults. "Alright," he tried to 
explain like he was talking to a child, "see this table?" he knocked 
on the dining table. "It's made of wood." The adults nodded, showing 
no signs of displeasure that they were being treated like idiots. 
Instead, they were nothing if not fascinated. 

"So, wood is made up of 50 percent carbon, 42 oxygen, 6 hydrogen, 1 
nitrogen and 1 percent of other elements combined." Edward shook his 
head at the utterly confused look of the adults. 

Arthur, however, had a great curiosity. "This is what the muggles 
call 'chemistry', right?" 

"Umm. . . Yeah." Ed made a mental note to find out what muggles are. 
"So, by understanding the chemical makeup of this wood, I can 
deconstruct it and remake it to what I want." He clapped his hands 
and placed them on the table. There was a flash of blue light, and in 
the middle of the table stood a small, perfect replica of everyone in 
the room sans Edward. 

"Wow! It looks like just me!" Tonks exclaimed. "Even the eyes!" 

"My nose doesn't look like that!" Eletcher growled. 

"Is that me or Bill?" Arthur poked his own statue. 

"Why do I look like a homeless person?" Sirius asked. 

"Dammit, Ed, not on the table!" Molly scolded. 

Another clap, and the table was restored to normal. "So that, 
fundamentally, is alchemy." 

"And you can do that with anything?" Lupin asked. 



"Yeah, if I know what makes up the object I want to transmute, " Ed 
elaborated. He left out the part about human transmutation. That was 
one thing they could remain in the dark about . 

"It's no wonder Dumbledore asked you to teach Alchemy," Bill 
chuckled. "So what did you do before you... got here?" He paused 
awhile to phrase his question appropriately. 

"I was a State Alchemist." Edward returned to eating his 
food . 

"What's that?" came the inevitable question, from Sirius this 
time . 

"Basically I worked for the military." This came as a shock to 
everyone . 

"How can your military employ someone so young?" Tonks asked. 

"Hey!" he snapped. "I am not a kid! And I'm a genius, just so you 
know." He took another bite. "And State Alchemists aren't your 
average military soldiers. You have to pass rigorous tests before you 
get your license." 

"Isn't there an age restriction on the tests?" Molly asked. Why 
couldn't everyone get over his age? 

"No, but they thought that the difficulty of the tests would keep 
anyone like me out. Obviously that failed," Edward gloated. 

"So you're familiar with war?" Lupin questioned. Ed noticed some 
agenda behind the question, but didn't call him out on it. 

"Not really. I joined during a time of relative peace. The military 
funds all State Alchemists research, so I do that most of the time. 
Research . " 

"So you join and they give you money to do whatever you want?" Sirius 
asked. "That sounds like a good life." 

Ed hesitated. It wasn't like he was relaxing in piles of money... 
"Sort of. Every year the military conducts a review on the research 
State Alchemists do, to see whether we are a worthy use of the 
military's funds." He put down his utensils, done with his meal. "If 
we're done here, I'd like to head to bed." The questions were getting 
too close to dangerous territory. 

Arthur seemed to want to ask more questions, but Lupin stopped him. 
"Yes, of course. See you around, Edward." 

A chorus of 'good nights' and 'bye byes' echoed as he left for his 
room . 

"So, what do you think, Remus?" Arthur asked, all their expressions 
now one of business. 

"He doesn't seem harmful..." Lupin started. 

"But he could be if he wanted to, " Sirius finished, not as an 



accusation, but as an observation. Lupin nodded. 


"But he's just a kid..." Tonks pondered. 

"Yes, but those eyes are one that's seen tremendous pain," Lupin 
announced. "Even for one as young as himself." 

"Like Harry has?" Sirius asked. 

"No. I'd reckon he's seen worse." 


4. Truths and Lives at Grimmauld Place 

**Author's notes:** Well, since I've got 2 assignments due in less 
than a week and 2 exams to sit for that I've yet to study, I thought 
it would be the perfect time to start a hopefully long crossover fic. 
Probably won't be able to get a chapter up for a week or so. Or maybe 
procrastination will work wonders and it'll be up soon. Who knows. 
Enjoy . 
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><p>Edward Elric groaned in frustration yet again. In his free time, 
besides physical exercise and being pestered to show off his alchemy, 
he had been working on the equations that could allow transportation 
of a human from one world to another. The theory alone was ridiculous 
enough, let alone the value of the sacrifices needed to successfully 
activate the circle. Solving the equations would bring Ed one step 
closer to identifying and uncovering the symbols on the Eour-Point 
Circle, which would then in turn allow him to theorize on reversing 
the effect. If all went well, maybe Ed didn't even need to teach at 
Hogwart s . <p> 

However, the Eullmetal Alchemist had a problem that he never had 
before. Understanding. The first step in transmutation, and alchemy 
in general, and _he_, of all people, could not obtain it. That fact 
frustrated Edward to no end. None of the equations he came up with 
made sense. Even purposefully unbalancing the equations, putting 
aside the absurdity of the idea of magic, it still could not be 
balanced. Nothing seemed to be valuable enough to fit the idea of 
Equivalent Exchange. Nothing except... 

No. _That_ wasn't an option. No matter how bleak it seemed, Edward 
would not be selfish enough to come to that conclusion. And even 
then, there was no guarantee it would work. It wasn't a one-for-one 
exchange . . . 

Edward shook his head vigorously, forcing the idea out of his head. 

He could not start thinking about the possibilities. He would not. 
Crumpling another piece of paper, he tossed it against the wall, 
starting again for god-knows how many times. 

Before he could write down the first unknown, there was a sharp rap 
on the door. Ed stared at it, struggling between answering it and 
not. Another rap. Maybe a short breather could give him a new 
perspective on things. 

Just as the sounds of footsteps leaving could be heard, Ed called 
out, "Come in!" Once he saw who it was, he wish he hadn't. Harry 'the 



world revolves around me' Potter. A scowl crept onto Ed's face. Harry 
looked equally happy to be here. "What do you want?" 

Harry scanned the mess of crumpled papers in the room. "Never mind, 
it looks like you're busy..." he said, turning around to leave. Ed 
almost sighed in relief, but Harry seemed to have a silent argument 
with someone outside, before turning back into Ed's room, looking 
down at the floor. "Sorry..." 

Ed raised an eyebrow, trying desperately to contain his smirk. "What 
for?" He didn't get many opportunities to make people squirm, and he 
was going to milk it. 

Harry shifted in his spot, hands deep in his pockets, still not 
making eye contact. "Eor sayin- yelling, what I did that time." 

"And why's that?" 

Harry exhaled audibly, as if couldn't believing it was dragging this 
long. "I didn't know who you were or your situation and I shouldn't 
have taken my feelings out on you." Einishing that, he glared at Ed. 
"Happy? " 

The smile he was holding in finally emerged on his face. "Very," Ed 
announced, before turning back to his work. He heard Harry turn 
around, about to leave. 

A moment of silence later, Harry asked, reluctance in his voice, 

"What are you working on?" 

"You don't have to ask if you don't want to," Ed immediately replied. 
Another hushed conversation happened behind him. 

"No, it's fine," Harry assured, but his tone of voice said otherwise. 
"Go ahead, tell me." 

Ed sighed, out loud this time. Whoever egged Harry on to come here 
really wanted them to play nice. Eine. "All right," he started, 
flipping his notebook to where he had tried to replicate the 
Eour-Point Circle. "This is what brought me here, and what I'm trying 
to do is to find a way back home. To do that, I need to understand 
what this circle is and how it did what it did in the first 
place . " 

Harry seemed to grasp the idea easily. "But couldn't you just draw 
that and use it to go home?" 

Ed laughed at the boy's simple-mindedness. "If it were that easy, I 
wouldn't be here, would I?" Harry made a silent 'oh', realizing what 
he said. "Where I come from, there's this concept called Equivalent 
Exchange. In order to create or do something of a certain value, you 
had to destroy or give up one or more items with the same value." 
Glancing at Harry, Ed could almost see the gears in his head 
turning . 

"So, if I wanted to use this circle to get back home, I need to know 
the value of transporting someone into another world, so I can 
prepare the necessary ingredients to give up." 

"What if you don't have what you need to use it, but do it anyway?" 



Harry asked. 


"Then you would suffer from a rebound, the after effects of the 
forces, the ones being taken and the ones being given, trying to 
balance themselves out. You could mutate wildly out of control, be 
seriously injured, or, in the worse case scenario-" 

"Death. " 

Ed nodded. Secretly, he was surprised at Harry's intelligence. He was 

expecting, hoping, that the explanations would confuse the boy so 

much he's just leave, but Harry seemed to be absorbing this quite 
well . 

"So once you've solved those equations, you can go home?" Harry 
seemed to be a little interested, now. 

"Nope. _If_ I can solve it, I still have this to worry about." Edward 

handed him his notebook with the circle. "I have to understand this. 

All I can figure out is that the four elements are present within the 
circle, but the rest of the symbols are just mumbo jumbo to me. Some 
are even missing, so I can't fully study the circle. And then I have 
to reverse it..." Ed held his head in his hands, finally realizing 
how much there needed to be done. 

"Isn't this the symbol for 'world'?" Harry asked. 

Ed's head shot up, an incredulous look on his face.. "What?" 

Harry put the notebook in front of Ed, pointing at a circle with a 
cross through it right beside the alchemical symbol for 'earth'. 
"Yeah, this one means world. And this one means earth. So the two of 
them close together have to mean Earth, the planet we're on." Harry 
looked at Ed for confirmation. "Right?" 

Ed just looked back and forth between Harry and the new revelation. 
"How... what..." he muttered, disbelieving, brain racing with the new 
information, eyes darting erratically, visualizing the new 
possibilities. He stood up, snatching his notebook and scribbled 
furiously while pacing the room. Einally, he glanced at Harry. "Who 
told you that? Did you read it somewhere? Do you have the book with 
you?" His brain was firing questions faster than his mouth could ask 
them. 

"I..." Harry stammered, still coping with this sudden change of 
attitude . 

Impatient, Edward strode up to Harry, locking his gaze with Harry's 
(which required him to look up) . "How do you know?" he 
demanded . 

"I... don't know..." Harry got out, brow furrowed in thought. 

Ed's eyes widened in a mixture of surprise and anger. "What do you 
mean, 'you don't know'?!" he half-yelled. 

Harry concentrated hard as he tried to find the words to express 
himself. "I mean... I don't know!" he exclaimed in frustration. 

Before Ed could strangle something, or someone, he continued. "I just 
know it! I don't remember reading it; nobody told me about it, but I 



just know!" With all the shouting, Harry felt the anger bubbling 
inside of him. Edward wasn't going to believe him. Wasn't going to 
trust him. Nobody did. He started to yell, the emotions about to 
explode. "It's-" 

"-the truth." Ed finished, leaving Harry agape. "I know." The blond 
seemed eerily calm, a massive change from his state just a few 
seconds ago. Just like when Harry yelled at him before. 

"You... believe me?" Harry asked, his rage turning into doubt. 

Then, Edward did something Harry didn't expect. He grinned. ""Course 
I believe you!" he said, tapping Harry on the chest with his knuckle. 
"Thanks, kid." Edward gave a small wave with his notebook at Harry, 
before sitting down and returning to his work with renewed 
vigor . 

"Yeah... no problem..." Harry said, but Edward didn't seem to be 
paying any more attention. He left, closing the door behind him, and 
turned to face a group of very perplexed Ron, Hermione, Ered, George 
and Ginny. 

"What... just happened?" Ron asked. 

"Yeah, you didn't even make any short jokes!" Ered and George frowned 
in unison. 

"That's not the point!" Ginny prodded them both, a frown on her own 
face . 

"So you two are alright now?" Hermione asked, ignoring the lot of 
them . 

"I... don't know..." Harry said the phrase again. As everyone tried 
to understand what just happened, he made the group chuckle by 
asking, "Did _he_ just call _me_ a kid?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Edward didn't come out of his room for the next few days. Even 
when Molly tried to yell at him to eat something, he completely 
ignored her or, more accurately, didn't know she existed. It was like 
he was, ironically enough, in his own world. Every time someone 
peeked into his room, Edward was completely engrossed taking notes or 
drawing circles or even, sometimes, talking to himself, no matter the 
time of day.<p> 

Even as Harry ate his breakfast, preparing for his hearing at the 
Ministry of Magic a few hours later, they could hear the faint sound 
of scribbling and the mismatched thumping as Edward paced the room, 
one step sounding heavier than the other. 

An hour after Harry and Arthur left for the Ministry, however, Edward 
finally emerged from his room, looking no worse for wear, happier 
than he's ever been since his time at Grimmauld Place. "Morning, Mrs 
Weasley! Anything to eat?" was the first thing that came out of his 
mouth . 


"Uh... oh yes!" Molly answered. She wasn't sure the boy was ever 
going to come out of that room. "Bacon and eggs? Toast?" She 



suggested . 

"Sounds good!" Edward said enthusiastically, taking a seat at the 
table. "Morning, Sirius, Remus!" he chirped. 

The two former partners-in-crime looked at each other, puzzled. 
"Morning, Edward," Lupin greeted. "You're in a good mood 
today . " 

"Einally got that stick out your arse, eh?" Sirius joked, though his 
worry for Harry dulled the delivery. 

Ed didn't miss a beat. "Yeah, and looks like it found its way up 
yours," he grinned. 

"Edward!" Molly scolded, bringing him his breakfast. Lupin and Sirius 
both laughed. The boy could definitely improve the mood of the room 
when he wanted to. Or when someone makes fun of his height. 

He didn't apologize, merely grinned like a juvenile, eyeing Sirius in 
particular. The latter had a bad feeling about this. Lupin had a 
knowing grin too. _Uh-oh_, Sirius thought. 

"So, Sirius," Edward started, feigning interest, "what's so far up 
your arse that it's got you in such a fu-" 

Before the word could fully be articulated, Molly screamed, "EDWARD!" 
The boy in question looked at her, a what-did-I-do-wrong look on his 
face. "Sirius! What have you been teaching the boy?!" she directed at 
the man, hands on her hips. 

"I haven't been teaching the little midget anything!" Sirius lied, a 
snicker on his lips. 

"WHO ARE YOU CALLING SO SHORT EVEN INSECTS LOOK DOWN ON ME?!" Ed 
yelled as he stood up, ready to tackle Sirius over the table. 

Two loud cracks nearly gave Molly a heart attack, and cause Edward to 
dive to the ground for cover. "DAMMIT, YOU DON'T HAVE TO USE MAGIC 
JUST BECAUSE YOU CAN!" Molly yelled at the newly-appeared Ered and 
George. "AND STOP YELLING, EDWARD!" 

"We missed another one?" Ered sighed, ignoring his mother. 

"Damn!" George cursed. He noticed Ed on the floor. "Looking for your 
friends, Ed?" 

The alchemist kicked at Ered and George from his prone position, but 
they stepped just out of range. "Aww, legs too short, Ed?" Ered 
teased . 

"You two shouldn't tease him so much," Ginny called from the stairs 
as Ron, Hermione and herself came into view. "He might get one of you 
these days." Hermione nodded her agreement. 

Ron, too. "Yeah. Bloke's temper is just as short as he is." 

Lupin chuckled as he watched Ed chase everyone around the room, with 
Molly desperately trying to quiet them down and Sirius having a great 
laugh at all of this. The mysterious boy had grown on everyone in the 



short time he's been here, and he didn't seem to wish harm on anyone 
here, not sincerely at least, but Lupin was wary. There was something 
dark and maybe even sinister about the boy. That, together with the 
inhumane obsession he seemed to be capable of, could turn him into a 
great threat. But for now, everything seemed fine. Lupin would have 
to ask Dumbledore to keep an eye on Edward. 

It took a while, but everybody finally got settled down, spirits 
high. "So, something good happened?" Lupin asked Ed, as he ate his 
massive breakfast. 

"Mmhmm!" Edward nodded, his mouth full. Taking a huge swallow, he 
spoke. "You could say that. And I've to thanks Harry for it." He 
looked around the room, noticing the person missing from the 
breakfast table. "Speaking of Harry, where is he?" 

Everyone halted for a split second as they returned to reality. "He's 
at his hearing," Molly explained, trying to sound cheerful. Everyone 
took the cue and continued their breakfast. A solemn note hung in the 
air . 

"Why?" Ed asked. "Who's he killed?" 

Hermione awkwardly chuckled. "No, nothing like that. He was caught 
using magic outside of school trying to defend himself." She averted 
her gaze. 

"So he's in trouble for waving his wand in public?" Ed asked, to the 
immature giggles of a few around the table. 

"Well, it's against the law to use magic before you're seventeen 
here," Sirius explain, stifling his laughter under the gaze of Molly. 
"Something about not being prepared or responsible enough. Load of 
bull, if you ask me." 

"And these two fit the criteria?" Edward gestured at Ered and George, 
earning a good laugh from the table. "I'm sure Harry's fine," he 
assured them, though it seems like they've heard plenty of it 
already . 

As the breakfast progressed, with Ed eating at a speed even faster 
than before, the conversation slowly progressed away from Harry and 
his trial. Though it went somewhere Ed didn't expect. 

"Did you hear?" Ered asked his fellow schoolmates. They all shook 
their head at the vagueness of the question. "There's apparently a 
new teacher coming to Hogwarts." 

"Yeah, the DADA position needed to be filled, " Hermione said, not 
surprised. "This makes it the fifth in five years." Ed wondered how 
terrible the students must be for no teacher to stay on for more than 
a year. He gulped. 

"No no no," George corrected. "I heard this guy's for a new subject!" 
Ron groaned loudly while Hermione and Ginny looked a tad 
excited . 


"More homework?" Ron started complaining already. He doubled over 
like someone kicked him under the table. 



"You don't even know what the new subject is, Ron!" Hermione chided. 
Sirius glanced at Edward, a glimmer in his eyes. _Oh shit..._ 

"I know for a fact," Sirius paused for dramatic effect, as everyone 
turned to look at him, "that your new teacher is in this room right 
now . " 

All eyes swerved to Sirius, then to Lupin, then to Molly. All of them 
debated which would be most suited and the most sensible choice. 

It was only a matter of time. Ginny looked at Ed, a revelation 
dawning in her eyes. "Wait, Edward...?" Everyone looked at him, all 
waiting for him to deny it, calling him stupid or something very 
Ed-like . 

"I'm gonna kill you, Sirius," was all he said, eyes squinted 
murderously . 

The entire room exploded with noise. Questions, exclamations, 
apologies about short jokes all filled the air at once. All of the 
teens tried to get Ed's attention at once, 

"EVERYONE SETTLE DOWN!" Molly shrieked. Everyone complied, but it was 
like trying to put five hyperactive puppies in a small cage; it 
wasn't going to last long. "Now, if you all would just ask one 
question at a time, I'm sure Edward would be glad to answer them, 
isn't that right?" she smiled sweetly at the new professor. 

_Not really, _Ed wanted to say, but Hermione raised her hand with 
such enthusiasm that he would have felt bad for staying completely 
silent. She turned into a student almost instantly. "Yeah, go ahead," 
he halfheartedly waved at her. 

"What are you teaching?" was the first question she asked. 

"Alchemy. Next!" Ed looked to anyone but her. She looked around, 
wide-eyed, hoping no one goes so she can ask even more 
questions . 

"Why?" Ron asked. A dislike for Edward started to grow, but only 
because Ron hated unnecessary homework. 

"The old man has something that could help me get home, and I agreed 
to teach in exchange for it." 

"Are you going to be teaching us how to do that magic you do?" Ginny 
asked excitedly, clapping her hands together and placing them on the 
table and mimicked the sound of the transmutations. 

He chuckled. "Maybe. Depends of your capabilities. But don't get your 
hopes up, " he warned. Some alchemists took years of study before 
being able to perform the simplest transmutations. Edward was 
doubtful any of the kids at the school could pick up transmutation in 
the short time he planned on being there. 

"Got any tips for us?" Ered ask, unashamed. 

"Yeah, you know, as friends!" George nodded. 

"Yeah, but I don't think it would help much." 



They all looked at him in confusion. "Why not?" they all asked in 
unison . 

"Because I don't think the tips would reach you 'cause I'm so _damn 
short !_" The kitchen filled with laughter once again. Fred and George 
held some panic in their eyes, though. Ed's smirk was mischievous, 
almost menacing. _Oh how they would pay._ 

A few hours of questions, jokes, and almost constant eating from Ed 
later, Harry returned from the Ministry with Mr Weasley. He had a 
solemn look on his face, and everyone stared, fearing the worst. 

Then, a smile grew on his face that threatened to split it in two. 
"Cleared of all charges!" 

The entire room celebrated, with Ginny, Ered and George performing 
some war dance while chanting 'he got off'. Ed took this as the sign 
to leave them to their celebrating, but not before giving Harry a 
smile and a friendly pat on the back. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The house was filled with activity for the rest of the day. Ed 
could hear many voices celebrating Harry's acquittal. Loud, joyful 
celebration. He didn't like being surrounded by people, so Ed kept to 
his room for the most part . <p> 

finally coming to terms with the fact that he wasn't going to be able 
to go home without Elamel ' s notes, he spent the day coming up with a 
rough skeleton on what he was going to teach. He was pretty sure 
ditching them on an island for a month would not fare well with the 
school's rules, so he had to come up with a simpler, safer 
way . 

Though it would have to wait, as his door swung open, no knocks 
beforehand. Ed got up, ready to strike, when in walked one of the 
ugliest people he'd seen. 

The man's face looked like someone took a carving knife and wildly 
hacked at a tree before coming to that 'masterpiece'. But that wasn't 
even the creepiest part. One of his eyes was almost bulging out from 
a eye-patch-like socket, and it spun around independently of his 
other, human eye. He walked with a limp, aided by a walking stick, 
and roughly strode into the room before slamming the door. 

"Nice eye," Ed remarked, keeping his guard up. 

The man growled, and his weird eye seemed to scan Ed from head to 
toe. It made him uncomfortable, like the eye could see right through 
him. "Can it, kid." The man growled. "I haven't decided whether 
you're a threat or an asset." He stood in front of the door, showing 
no signs of moving. 

"Says the guy barging in here with no explanation, " Ed retorted. He 
jerked his head towards the cane. "What's with your leg?" 

"What's with yours?" he responded, his 'mad-eye' locked onto Edward's 
left leg. 


"W-What?" Ed stammered. "What are you talking about?" 



The man growled again, the one sound he seemingly only knows how to 
make, and walked up to Edward. The boy's instinctively threw a right 
hook, only to have the man catch it by Edward's forearm, and pulled 
the sleeve back, revealing the glinting automail beneath it. 

Ed pulled back his arm quickly, away from the man. Eear was in his 
eyes, the same fear Edward felt when he first met Scar. "Who the hell 
are you?" 

The man pulled the chair in the room towards himself and dropped onto 
it. "Name's Alastor Moody," he grunted. "Now, what's yours?" 

Ed kept his back to the wall, hand still clutching the now covered 
automail. "Edward-" 

"No!" Moody hissed. "You were in the military. You got a codename. 
What is it?" 

_This guy is dangerous, _ Edward thought. Whatever he was, whatever 
that eye was, whatever he did, this Moody guy was very good at it. 

But only trusted people could find their way into this house, 
according to the Weasleys, so this guy couldn't be _that_ 
bad . 

Still, that didn't make him any less of an asshole. 

"Eullmetal . " 

"That because of your arm and leg?" 

"No." That was all he was giving him. 

The tension was palpable as the two considered the possibilities of 
their next moves. "How'd you lose 'em?" Moody finally asked. 

"Does it matter?" Edward asked defiantly. 

"Yes, it does," Moody snarled. "And don't even try to lie. I'll 
know . " 

Edward considered his response. He tried to keep the truth of his 
automail a secret whenever possible. "Lost 'em in a war." 

"Lie," Moody said nearly immediately. "Do it again and getting home 
would be the least of your problems." 

Ed huffed. What was this guy, a human lie detector? "It was an 
accident . " Moody started to react. "A mistake!" Ed hurriedly 
corrected . 

Moody relaxed once more. "Go on." 

"We were kids-" 


"We?" 


"My brother. We did something considered a taboo in our world." Ed 
looked at Moody. "You know what taboo is, right?" 


"Yes, yes," he growled impatiently. 


"What is it?" 



"We tried to resurrect our mother. Performed human transmutation." Ed 
said, regret in his voice. "God, or whatever that _thing_ was," he 
shuddered visibly, "wasn't too happy. Took my leg as... payment for 
defying the laws of nature." He voice lowered to a near 
whisper . 

"And your brother? He lost a leg too?" 

"No. He was taken. Completely." 

Moody fell silent, if just for a moment. "Sorry." 

"Don't be," Ed half-chuckled . "You didn't do it." 

"And your arm?" 

"That happened when I brought my brother back." 

Moody gave him a questioning glance. "You did it again?" 

"Yeah. Bonded his soul to a suit of armor. That's all that came 
back . " 

Moody almost looked apologetic for a moment. Almost. He got up. "I've 
heard enough." 

Ed grabbed the tail of his coat before he got too far. Moody turned 
around, eyebrows raised. "Don't tell anyone.' Ed's eyes looked 
glazed; empty. "Please." 

Moody's gaze hardened, debating internally. "Only if it's irrelevant 
to any threat." 

Ed's grip tightened. 

"Eine. I won't. Now let go of my coat, Eullmetal." Ed promptly did, 
and Moody left. 

The Eullmetal Alchemist slumped onto the floor, as the party 
continued downstairs. He pulled out his State Alchemist's pocket 
watch, and stared at the silver dragon insignia. _It ' s taking longer 
than I expected, but I'll come home, Al._ 

_I promise. _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s afterword: <strong>Yes, Ed will be going to 
Hogwarts, but there's gonna be one or two chapters before that. Or 
until I've run out of things to write for Ed to do in Grimmauld 
Place. Whichever comes first. Review and whatnot if you want to, 
don't if you don't, thanks for reading either way. Buh-bye ! 


5 . Brother 

"You aren't assigning any books?" Hermione asked over the lunch 
table. The students had just received their supply list for the new 
school term and were surprised, and happy for some, that there 



weren't any books relating to alchemy at all. 


"Nope, everything's up here," Edward tapped his head. "Besides, you'd 
need an entire library books if you wanted to truly learn about 
alchemy. There aren't any 'alchemy for beginners' books." 

Everyone looked relieved. Except for Hermione, who was mildly 
disappointed. She loved books. 

"But I thought Alchemy was an optional subject for sixth and seventh 
years?" Ron asked. Ginny stopped in her mimicking of Ed, a 'tell me 
it isn't so' look on her face. 

Ed shrugged. "Dumbledore hasn't told me anything yet. But there 
shouldn't be an age limit for learning." He took another bite of Mrs 
Weasley's delicious roast chicken. Didn't beat Winry's apple pie, 
though. Nothing did. 

"Yes!" Ginny pumped her fist. "Still a chance ! " 

"So what are you going to be teaching?" Ered asked. 

"Just the basics, really. Stuff that every alchemist should 
know . " 

"Like...?" George prodded. 

"You ain't getting a head start." 

"Damn it!" both cursed at the same time. 

"Are you going to be teaching about the alchemical symbols?" Harry 
asked. Ed still couldn't figure out the boy's deal. Eirst, he came in 
spouting knowledge on stuff Ed's never seen before, then goes on to 
forget everything completely? And now he's curious about learning 
alchemy, which he already knew, or didn't know? It didn't make any 
logical sense. 

"Maybe. If you exceed my expectations, it's possible you may get to 
learn how to use basic transmutation circles, " Ed told them. Then he 
laughed. "I wouldn't bet on it, though." 

"Circles? Aren't we going to just clap our hands and, woosh!?" Ginny 
asked, demonstrating to Ed his own transmutation technique. 

"Nope," Ed shook his head. "That's an... advanced technique. There's 
no way any of you are going to be able to do it." 

"How d'you know?" Ron asked, defiant. "You haven't seen us in action 
yet . " 

"Don't need to," Ed confidently stated. 

"Then how'd you do it?" Ered questioned. 

"Lots of studying," he lied. "And talent." 

"We could be talented too, you don't know," Harry spoke up, to the 
nods of the rest of the room. "'Sides, you're only fifteen, how much 
studying could you have done?" 



"We- I started when I was four." Ed hoped they didn't notice the slip 
up. They didn't, instead just looking shocked. "Mom said I had an 
unnatural talent for it," he found himself saying. 

Then, everyone heard a loud wailing from the floor above. The cry 
stunned most in the room, but Edward was not one of them. Sprinting 
full speed out of the kitchen before anyone could react, he leaped up 
the stairs two at a time, and dashed down the hall, skidding into the 
room that the wail was coming from. 

Molly laid on the ground, trying to crawl away from the mangled body 
of Ron, sobbing as she did so. She clutched her wand, pointed it at 
Ron's body, and yelled, "Riddikulus ! " 

A quick crack, and the body morphed into one Bill Weasley, still as 
equally mangled as the previous body. What the fuck?! Ed couldn't 
help but think. 

"Riddikulus!" she cried out again, choking on her tears. The body 
shifted from Bill to Ered, and she cried even harder. "Riddikulus!" 
Ered now. Then George. 

No... Ed watched in disbelief. His brain clocked into overtime. This 
has to be just an illusion, a trick... He crouched, grabbing the 
sobbing Molly by her shoulders. "Don't look at it, Mrs Weasley!" he 
urged . 

She remained transfixed in her sorrow, and cried 'Riddikulus' once 
again. Harry appeared last, the lifeless green eyes staring directly 
at her. 

Ed cursed inwardly and stepped forward, ready to transmute his 
signature blade from his automail arm. Harry's body spun and morphed 
once again. 

The body was now hideous, black and unrecognizable. It stared at the 
blonde, head twisted upside down, arms and legs twisted and broken 
beyond belief, and massive bones protruded out of what would be its 
chest. Harry, the real living one, appeared in the doorway at this 
moment, looking horrifically between Mrs Weasley, Edward and the 
monster on the ground. 

Ed was frozen in place. He couldn't tear his eyes away from this 
creature from his darkest nightmares. "Ed-" the thing began to 
croak . 

"No!" Ed clapped his hands and slapped them onto the ground. Blue 
lightning coursed the room, and the wood around Edward began to shoot 
forth and engulf the thing, enclosing it in a tight, wooden dome. He 
remained in that position, looking straight down at the ground, cold 
sweat forming around his head. That nightmare was over. Acutely aware 
of the weight of his pocket watch, he staggered to his feet, as 
Lupin, Sirius and Moody stomped into the room. 

All the voices in the room were muffled as Ed's brain absorbed the 
shock of seeing that thing again. Memories of that night surfaced; 
the dreadful eyes staring right into his soul, the pile of clothes 
where Alphonse once was, the sudden pain of his missing leg. 



The way it cried out his name. 


No. An inner voice whispered. That was not her. You saw it for 
yourself . 

Edward tried to force out a laugh. "Yeah, I dug it up..." he 
muttered . 

And you saw it transform. 

"Yeah. . . " 

So it's not real . 

Ed remained silent. 

So what the hell are you afraid of? 

"Edward!" the blond snapped back to reality, Sirius waving a hand in 
front of his face. "I think he's in shock," he told Lupin and 
Moody . 

"Huh?" Sirius looked back at Ed when he made that noise. 

"You alright, kid? Heard what I said?" Sirius asked, staring into 
Ed's golden eyes. 

"Yeah, yeah," Ed shook the man off him. "I am shocked, or 
something . " 

Sirius glanced at Lupin and Moody, then shrugged. "Good enough, I 
guess . " 

"What the hell is that?" Ed demanded, regaining some of his 
composure. His pep-talk monologue helped. Moody's eye swiveled to the 
wooden dome. 

"A boggart." Lupin answered. "A creature that takes the form of your 
worst fear . " 

Edward glanced at Moody, confirming the fact that the latter saw what 
happened with his magical eye. "So, what, it just looks into my brain 
and picks it out?" 

Lupin nodded. "We think as much. Never got around to asking one how 
it works . " 

The boy managed a weak smile. "So what was it?" Sirius asked. "Harry 

told us it was some horribly disfigured body but was still 

alive-" 

"Sirius!" Lupin scolded. 

"What? You can't tell me you're not a little bit curious?" Sirius 
defended himself. Moody stayed silent throughout, both eyes intensely 
studying Edward. 

"My mom." The two adults ceased their arguing and looked at the boy. 
"She was killed in a terrible accident, " he told them. It was 
half-true. If you looked at it from a very specific 



angle . 


"Sorry..." Sirius apologized, lowering his head. 

"Don't be," Ed told him. He stared at the dome. "How do we kill 
it?" 


"Well, you can't-" Sirius tried to say, but Lupin stopped 
him . 

"Leave it to me." Sirius gave a puzzled look at Lupin, and the man 
shook his head every so slightly. Ed nodded, taking his place where 
the wood shot out from the ground. Lupin standing in front of him, 
wand at the ready. With a clap, the dome started to unravel. Ed 
locked eyes with the creature for just a brief moment, before the 
boggart morphed once more, into a glowing sphere hanging in front of 
Lupin. With a firm 'Riddikulus! ' and a sharp wave of his wand, the 
orb vanished. 

Ed slowly walked past Lupin, toward the spot where the boggart was. 
The adults in the room hesitated, then decided Ed could use some time 
alone. Thanks, Edward mouthed. The uneven stomping of Moody paused 
for a split second before finally leaving the room. 

Ed knelt down, palming the ground. Worst fear? No, that wasn't why 
the day was so haunting. 

It was about A1 . 

It was always about A1 . The price Ed paid was nothing compared to 
A1 ' s . And yet A1 still treated him like a brother. How? Why? And how 
could he be so insistent on getting his body back only and only if Ed 
could do the same? 

"_How can I repay you, brother mine? How can I expect you to 
forgive ?_" The words flowed out of Ed, uncontrollable. 

"_Clinging to the past, I shed our blood, and shattered your chance 
to live..._" Harry and the rest poked their head out, wondering how 
Ed was doing. 

"_Though I knew the laws, I paid no heed. How can I return your 
wasted breath?_" The group, hearing this, knew they shouldn't be 
here. This was private, but they were entranced by the 
melody . 

"_What I did not know has cost you dear, for there is no cure for 
death. Edward continued. His pocket watch seemed to get heavier as 
regret and sorrow surfaced. 

"_Beautiful mother, soft and sweet. Once you were gone we were not 
complete. He felt a tingling sensation in his automail. "_Back 
through the years we reached for you. Alas, 'twas not meant to 

be. . 

Harry felt someone tug at his shirt; Hermione urging them to go. But 
Harry couldn't. There was a beautiful sadness in Ed's voice that 
Harry felt connected to. "_And how can I make amends? Eor all that I 
took from you?_" 



"_I led you with hopeless dreams. My brother, I was a fool._" 
The cold, wooden floor was Ed's only companion that night. 


6. Hogwarts, At Last 

Edward woke from a deep slumber, sprawled on the floor. His muscles 
screamed in agony. Spending a night on a hard surface would do that 
to you. And yet, there was comfort in it. 

Screaming permeated the house, and frantic shuffling could be heard 
over all the yelling. Edward chuckled, then groaned as the sudden 
movement of muscles hurt him more. Life goes on. That's the law of 
the world. 

Just then, Ered and George came into the room. "Morning, Ed!" one of 
them grinned, unfazed by the yelling. "You'd better get up, or else 
Mum's gonna go ballistic." 

"Huh?" Ed blurted out, still groggy from the sleep and the dull 
aching of his bones. "Where ' re we going?" 

"Hogwarts!" the other happily announced. "Now get up, you little 
runt, or we're gonna be late!" With that, the two of them rushed out 
of the room. 

"WHO ARE YOU CALLI- ah, screw it." He patted himself down. Notebook, 
check. Watch, check. Energy, nope. But it'll have to do. 

He made his way downstairs, covering his ears as the screaming got 
louder and louder. Molly seemed to greet him warmly, before turning 
into a screaming banshee at everyone else in the house. She turned 
back to Edward and, seeing his predicament, leaned in close and 
half-shouted, "You can wait outside for us, Ed! But don't go 
wandering off!" 

The moment the door to the house closed behind Ed, all the noise 
ceased. Ed lowered his hands, ears still ringing. If Hawkeye became a 
mother, Ed reckoned that she'd be a whole lot like Mrs 
Weasley . 

Outside for the first time in this world, Ed marveled at how this 
similar this London was to Amestris. Specif ically , Central City. The 
large buildings, the roads and pathways through town. Even the 
presence of automobiles, Ed thought as one sped by, though not as 
fast or small looking as the ones here. With all the magic and wizard 
talks, Ed thought they'd be living in houses much more grandiose, 
waving their sticks everywhere they could. 

But this was normal. Men and women, sharply dressed, going from 
destination to destination with purpose. Parents, with children, 
grandparents. A whole other world from what Ed's been experiencing in 
the house. Like he was home. 

But he wasn't. Ed shook his head. This wasn't his home. It may look 
like it in more ways than one, but it was missing the most important 
bits. The parts that gave it character. Mustang, Armstong, Teacher, 
old lady Pinako, Winry, A1 . His family. 



Ed snickered. He could hear Mustang making fun of him for thinking 
that. We're not family, he'd deny, you're too short to be related to 
me . 

The screaming started yet again as Molly, Harry, and a massive black 
dog came out. "Now," Molly said in a normal volume, straightening out 
her outfit. "Tonks is just waiting down the street for us. Ready, 

Ed?" 

"What's with the mutt?" Ed asked. He'd never seen this dog around the 
house before. 

"It's Sirius," Harry told him. The dog growled at Ed for the 'mutt' 
comment . 

Ed laughed. "Sure it is." The dog barked, startling the 
alchemist . 

"Sirius!" Molly reprimanded. The dog quieted down, and started 
chasing his own tail, but Ed had the distinct feeling it was smirking 
at him. Harry looked quite bemused at the dog's actions. 

They moved down the street, and met an old lady around the corner. 
"Wotcher, Harry, Ed," she winked. "Better hurry up, eh, Molly?" 

"Why the escort?" Ed asked. 

"Moody's just being paranoid," Harry grumbled, clearly unhappy with 
the arrangement . 

"He's being thorough," Molly corrected. "And with good 
reason . " 

"Voldermort ' s not going to attack in broad daylight," Harry argued, 
though he lowered his volume. "Not with all these Muggles around, 
anyway . " 

"Muggles?" Ed asked. 

"People who can't use magic," Tonks explained. 

"Oh, there are people like that?" Ed asked. 

"Quite a lot, actually. And they don't know we exist. Imagine how 
much they'd freak out knowing magic is real." Tonks suppressed a 
giggle . 

But it isn't, Ed thought. But he did get the part about not letting 
the average person know. People in Amestris still looked at 
alchemists with fear, disgust and hatred sometimes. 

The walk to the train station took just around twenty minutes, and Ed 
felt comfortable. Eor a brief moment, he felt like he was back in 
Amestris. Even the trains weren't that much more technologically 
advanced compared to those at home. 

That all ended when they walked straight into a brick wall. Ed 
flinched still, but the wall was an illusion, and they appeared on 
the other side, an entirely different platform, with entirely 
different people. Robes, owls, wands, the world Ed was exposed to 



back in the house, just exponentially more outrageous.. Just when the 
world started to feel right again. 

Not long after they arrived, the rest of the people from the house 
arrived too, in squads. They loaded up their luggage onto the train 
and said their goodbyes. Especially Ed. They had been kind to him, as 
kind as you could to a stranger dropping into your house with no 
explanations, anyway. He'd be back in Amestris without seeing any of 
them again, God willing. 

One last wave at the adults, and the train sped off, leaving the 
station behind. Ered and George left after a quick goodbye, and Ron 
and Hermione left for the 'prefect' carriages, whatever that was. 

That left Ed, Harry and Ginny to fend for themselves. 

"Let's find ourselves a compartment, shall we?" Ginny led the way. 

"We can save them seats." 

The train, as expect, was quite similar to the ones back home, just 
without separate compartments for their passengers. Most of them were 
filled with students of all ages. As they passed, looking for 
suitable seats, the students ceased their conversation and stared as 
they passed. One student, with slicked back platinum blonde hair and 
an arrogant smirk on his face, scowled as they passed by. Ed held 
back the urge to reach in and smack it off his face. 

At the very end of the train, Harry and Ginny greeting a pudgy 
looking kid struggling to hold on to a toad. After a short exchange 
of words, they squeezed into a compartment, with a lone girl 
occupying it before they arrived. Ed took the window seat, directly 
across from the stranger. She stared at Harry. 

"Had a good summer, Luna?" Ginny asked. 

"Yes, " the girl replied, in a monotone voice, never taking her eyes 
off Harry. "Quite. You're Harry Potter." 

"I know I am," Harry replied. 

The pudgy kid, who had squeezed in with them, chuckled. Luna turned 
her eyes on him. "And I don't know you." Her eyes then darted to Ed. 
"Or you . " 

"That's Neville," Ginny introduced Luna to the kid, "Neville 
Longbottom. And this is Edward Elric." Ed gave a short, nonchalant 
wave as he continued to admire the country side as the train sped 
past. "This is Luna Lovegood. She's in my year, but in 
Ravenclaw . " 

"Wit beyond measure is life's greatest treasure," Luna recited, 
before bringing the upside down magazine she was reading up, hiding 
her face. A hush fell over the room, not knowing what to make of the 
quote . 

"I've never seen you before, Edward," Neville nervously muttered. 

When he didn't reply, Neville looked to Harry and Ginny. "D-Did I do 
something wrong?" 

"No, you didn't," Harry reassured. "He just gets like this sometimes. 
Mood swings . " 



"Oh." Neville looked at Ed a little closely. "Is he a first 
year? " 


Ginny and Harry laughed, though they kept a wary eye on Ed. No 
reaction. "No he's not." 

"Oh. A transfer student?" 

"You won't believe this, but he's our teacher." Ginny got out between 
giggles . 

"Eor Defense?" 

"Eor Alchemy." 

Neville looked shocked and panicked. "I didn't see any alchemy books 
on the list ! " 

"No, no, he didn't assign any books," Harry calmed his friend down. 
"He kinda just dropped in at the last minute." 

Luna had lowered her magazine enough to examine Ed over the top 
(bottom?) of her magazine. "What's he gonna be teaching?" Neville 
asked . 

"Dunno, " Ginny shrugged. "But he does this weird wandless magic and 
it's super cool! He said there's a chance we could learn it in his 
class so..." Ginny crossed her fingers. 

"Wandless magic?" Neville's jaw dropped. "He's going to teach us 
wandless magic?" 

"Dad said alchemy was for old or crazy people. So which one are you?" 
Luna asked. 

"Crazy," Ed muttered, a faraway look in his eyes. "Definitely 
crazy . " 

"I knew it," she bragged, before hiding her face once again. The 
other three shared a look. 

"Hey Ed," Ginny tried to break the awkward tension. "Show Neville and 
Luna some of your alchemy!" 

Ed huffed, finally looking away from the window. "I'm not an alchemy 
on demand machine, you know. Besides, there isn't anything here for 
me to transmute." 

"Then do it on the floor!" Ginny bounced in her seat. 

"On a moving train? Don't think so." And that was the end of 
that . 

Ron and Hermione both entered the compartment an amount of time that 
Edward wasn't paying attention to later. They slumped and complained 
about trivial school stuff. 

Shortly after, the door slid opened again. Ed looked up, about to 
comment on Harry's celebrity status, when he saw the arrogant looking 



blond kid from before, flanked by two brutish looking 
students . 

"What?" Harry said aggressively. 

The boy 'tsk'ed, wagging his finger. "Manners, Potter, or I'll have 
to give you detention. You see, I, unlike you, have been made a 
prefect, which means that I, unlike you, have the power to hand out 
punishments, " the boy bragged, to the obvious seething hatred of 
Harry, Ron and Hermione. 

"Who gives a shit?" Edward found himself cursing. "You can take 
whatever that is, " he drew a circle around the group standing 
outside, "and shove it up your arse. Oh wait, you already have." 
Everyone in the room looked at him, fascinated. The boy and his gang 
angrily stared, insulted. 

"Who's this. Potter?" he spat. "Your new first-year fanboy?" 

"No, he's our new teacher, Malfoy, " Harry retorted, a smirk on his 
lips . 

Malfoy laughed hysterically. "This little runt?" 

"WHO 'RE YOU CALLING A TINY BEAN-SPROUT MIDGET THAT CAN'T EVEN SEE 
SUNLIGHT BECAUSE EVERYONE'S BLOCKING THE SUN?!" 

"That's the most hilarious thing you've ever said. Potter," Malfoy 
insulted as he finished laughing. "And you," he pointed at Ed, 
"detention for yelling at a prefect and impersonating a teacher. See 
you all in school." Malfoy left, but not before giving the entire 
compartment a rude sneer. 

"That was brilliant, Ed!" Ron cheered. "Oh the look on Malfoy 's face 
when he finds out you're actually a teacher is going to be 
priceless ! " 

"Does he always get like that when someone mentions..." Neville 
asked, but trailed off when Ed glared at him. 

"Mentions what? About how I'm a super-ultra-short midget that can't 
see above the table?" Edward threatened. Neville stammered, 
uncomfortable with the aggressiveness. 

"Don't be so harsh," Hermione said, before turning to comfort the 
boy. "Don't worry Neville, it's not personal." Ed harrumphed and 
returned to looking out the window. 

The magazine Luna was holding started to quiver. "Luna? You alright?" 
Ginny asked. It became apparent, as the magazine lowered, that Luna 
was laughing. Hard. She laughed so hard that, at one point, they 
weren't sure if she was still laughing or she was choking. 

"What's so funny?" Ed demanded. Her mirth-filled explanation included 
pointing weakly at Ed, failing to form coherent words, and a lot of 
wheezing. Ed got the point, though, and so did the rest of them. 

It took all four of them to hold Edward back from harming Luna, who 
was still in fits. When Luna's laughter died down, it seemed that Ed 
was finally calming down. Then she burst out again, and the whole 



thing continued. 


It took a while, but they finally got everyone settled down. As the 
train traveled further, Edward half-listened to their conversations 
while staring wistfully outside 

As darkness fell over the land, the lights in the compartment came on 
automatically, and the teens all seemed prepared to go. Lights could 
be seen in the distance, casting a massive shadow into the sky. "Is 
that..." Ed wondered out loud. 

The teens all squeezed towards the window. In the distance, 
approaching quickly, was a massive castle. Its tallest towers 
reaching towards the heavens, lights shot up from inside it, as if 
signaling the train to it. The glowing full moon peeked from behind 
the clouds, emphasizing the majesty of the castle even more. 

"Yup, " Harry said. 

"Welcome to Hogwarts." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Come on, Ed, we're blocking the door," Ginny dragged Ed from the 
train. Students were pouring out of every exit like ants from an ant 
hill. He could hear a woman's voice, yelling for first years to 
gather by her, and everyone just prodded along, pushed on like a 
pieces of wood in a river. <p> 

They reached the village at base of the massive castle, which looked 
even more intimidating from this angle. It was at this time Ed 
noticed Ron and Hermione had rejoined them, after their prefect 
duties, complaining about Malfoy yet again. 

They were pushed along, towards medium sized carts pulled along by 
horses. Of course, nothing was at it seemed here. The horses were 
skeletal, and black, almost skinless, with great leathery wings. 

Harry looked equally interested in these horses, but the rest paid 
them no mind. 

"What are these horse things?" Harry asked Ron. 

"What horse things?" Ron asked. 

"These!" Harry pointed straight at one of them. 

Ron craned his head, looking directly at the horse. "What am I 
supposed to be looking at?" 

Ed walked up to the horse that was pulling the cart they were getting 
onto. The horse looked at him with white, pupil-less eyes. He raised 
his automail arm towards the horse, and when it didn't react, petted 
it once. When he noticed the rest of them staring weirdly at him, 
Edward got on to the cart. 

The ride towards the castle was quiet, save for some discussion about 
someone named 'Hagrid'. The horse pulled the cart diligently, which 
was the same for all the other carts. Their appearance was 
disturbing, unnatural even. And Harry's surprise at seeing the horses 
must mean that these things were a new addition. So why weren't the 



rest of the students disturbed? Ed had a feeling Harry was thinking 
the same thing. 

As the carts stopped at the stone steps leading up to the castle, 
Edward could see a familiar old woman waiting at the bottom. "Mister 
Elric?" Minerva McGonagall called out. "If you would come with 


"Well, guess this is my stop," he waved goodbye to the group. "See ya 
around." He was met with a chorus of goodbyes as the group entered 
the castle. 

"I trust your journey here was acceptable, " she said, as they walked 
away from the crowd of students. 

"Yeah, it was alright." Edward hurriedly said, eager to cut to the 
chase. "So, about Elamel ' s notes-" 

"Ah, yes. Albus suspected that ' d be your first order of business," 
Minerva chuckled. "All in due time. Mister Elric." Ed made a 
disapproving noise. She didn't seem fazed, though. "There is the 
matter of your classes that needs to be settled." 

"What about?" 

"Well, usually Alchemy is an optional class for sixth and seventh 
years. If enough people expressed interest, the class would 
commence . " 

"And, the problem is...?" 

"Since you have a different approach to alchemy, it stands to reason 
that you may have a different approach to choosing students." She 
paused, letting him think about it. "So, Mister Elric, any 
changes ? " 

"Yeah," Edward said. He's been thinking about it since it was 
mentioned back at the house. "Let anyone interested join." 

She raised an eyebrow, not expecting this enthusiasm in teaching. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Well, maybe everyone but the newbies. Eirst-years, " he 
clarified . 

"Noted, Mister Edward." They stopped at a door in the hallway. "Here 
you are. Just take a seat closest to you. Have a good evening. Mister 
Elric," she wished as she left the way they came. 

Ed opened the door and stepped through. He was standing in front of a 
massive hall, next to a long table with adults sitting and chatting. 
He noted Dumbledore sitting in the middle of the table on a grand 
throne and the headmaster gave him a curt nod. The rest of the 
teachers seemed visually surprised, but something told Edward that it 
had to do with his age or height instead of his presence. 

Eour extremely long tables occupied the rest of the hall, with a mass 
of students sitting at each. The students at each table were dressed 
in one main color each; red, blue, yellow and green. A hush fell over 
all of them as Edward appeared. Lone whispers could be heard here and 



there, wondering what he was doing there and if he was lost. 


As Ed sat down at the edge of the table, a cascade of hushed 
discussion washed over the hall. This continued as more and more 
students waltz in and took their seats according to the colors of 
their robes, with the whisper part of the discussion forgotten 
entirely . 

The door that Ed came through from swung open again, and a short, 
older lady took the seat next to him. "You must be Edward Elric, " she 
cheerfully assumed. "I'm Wilhelmina Grubbly-Plank . " She extended her 
hand . 

He took her hand and gave it a gentle shake with his automail. "Yeah, 
that's right. Dumbledore told you about me?" 

"Oh, what a firm handshake!" she remarked. Clearing her throat, she 
continued. "Yes, Dumbledore ' s told us about you. But I must say, 
you're a tad bit younger than I expected." 

It wasn't a crack at his age, so Ed let it slide. Besides, she was 
nice about it. "Uh huh." Didn't mean he liked it, though. 

"He also said that you were somewhat of a prodigy." 

"You could say that." The man really knew how to feed his ego. He 
gestured at the four tables. "What's with the colors?" 

Grubbly-Plank looked surprised. "Ah, you must not be familiar with 
the way Hogwarts works." Ed shook his head. "Students are sorted into 
four houses. Gryffindor, Ravenclaw, Hufflepuff and Slytherin, by the 
qualities they posses. You'll see soon enough," she added, 
cryptically. "Over the school year, the students from the different 
houses compete for points, that we have the authority to 
give . " 

"Points? What for?" 

"The house with the most points wins the House Cup at the end of the 
year. Promotes healthy competition between the students," she 
explained . 

"Sounds like a waste of time, " Ed bluntly stated. 

Grubbly-Plank chuckled at his honesty. "Well, that's the way it 
works." Then, the doors to the hall opened, with McGonagall leading a 
line of children towards a stool with a big pointy hat on it. A 
moment of silence later, a voice burst from the hat, erupting into 
song . 

"Does it do this every year?" Edward whispered to Grubbly-Plank. She 
shook her head, then returned to listening to the song intently. 
Losing interest almost immediately, he took out his notebook, jotting 
down notes on what he was going to teach, along with taking a longing 
look at the Eour-Point Circle. He was so close. 

The song finished, and was followed by massive applause. "Eor a hat 
with no vocal cords, he sure has an extravagant voice, " Ed 
muttered . 



"What was that?" 


"Nothing . " 

McGonagall pulled out a scroll and called the first name on the list. 
The boy stepped forward and put on the hat. A few moments later, the 
hat yelled, "Gryf f indor ! " 

The corresponding table applauded loudly, and the boy went and sat at 
the table. McGonagall then called name after name, repeating the 
ritual until every first-year was sorted into their houses. Then, 
Dumbledore stood up from his chair. "To our newcomers, welcome!" He 
announced, voice ringing throughout the hall. "And to our old hands: 
welcome back! There is a time for speech-making, but this is not it. 
Tuck in!" With a wave of both his hands, all the tables were suddenly 
filled with food. 

Edward almost jumped out of his chair. They appeared so suddenly. 
Grubbly-Plank seemed amused. "I'm guessing they don't have these 
where you're from." 

"No, we don't." Edward took a piece of ham and prodded it gently with 
his utensils, as if expecting the food to explode or corrode the 
metal. When it did no such thing, he took a careful bite. 

"Wow, this is good!" he exclaimed, and Grubbly-Plank nodded, 
gesturing for him to enjoy himself. And enjoy himself he did, piling 
his plate with all the food he could reach, then quickly gobbled 
everything up and reaching out for seconds. 

Some of the teachers at the table looked horrified at his disgraceful 
behavior, some looked amused. Ed didn't care though, food was food 
and he was going to eat as much of it as he could. 

When the students were mostly finished eating, and the chatter 
started up again, Dumbledore stood up. Immediately, all the talking 
stopped, and all eyes were on him. The headmaster obviously commanded 
a ton of respect in this school, unlike those in Amestris. 

"While we are all digesting that magnificent feast, I beg a few 
moments of your attention for the usual start-of-term notices, " he 
said. "Eirst years ought to know that the forest in the grounds is 
out of bounds to students - and a few of our older students ought to 
know by now too. 

"Mister Eilch, the caretaker, has asked me, for what he tells me is 
the four hundred and sixty-second time to remind you all that magic 
is not permitted in corridors between classes, not are a number of 
other things, all of which can be checked on the extensive list now 
fastened to Mister Eilch' s door." 

Dumbledore cleared his throat, and Edward swore that the headmaster 
glanced at him for a moment. "We have had three staffing changes this 
year. We are very pleased to welcome back Professor Grubbly-Plank, 
who will be taking Care of Magical creatures lessons. We are also 
delighted to introduce professor Umbridge, our new Defense Against 
the Dark Arts teacher. Also, we would like to welcome Professor 
Elric, " he gestured to the blond, "who will be starting Alchemy 
classes this semester." Whispers could be heard throughout the hall, 
but a throat clear from Dumbledore quickly settled everything. "Now-" 



he started, but the woman dressed in eye-hurting pink from 
head-to-toe gave a throat clear of her own. 

Dumbledore merely reacted for a moment, before looking interested in 
what she had to say. The other professors weren't as tolerant. Some 
even looked downright angry. 

That didn't faze the pink, almost toad-like woman. She stood up. 
"Thank you. Headmaster, for those kind words of welcome." Her voice 
was girlish and high-pitched, despite her looks. To Edward, it 
sounded like she was acting in an extremely low budget production as 
a schoolgirl that had no choice but to cast her. She seemed to be 
overacting so much that Ed almost retched. 

"It is lovely to be back at Hogwarts, I must say, and to see such 
friendly faces looking back at me!" Ed did a quick scan of the 
students. Not many friendly faces. "I am very much looking forward to 
getting to know you all, and I'm sure we'll be very good friends!" 
Nope, Edward thought. Judging by the faces in the crowd, you'd be 
lucky to not get mugged by the end of the year. 

She cleared her throat again, and launched into a speech. "The 
Ministry of Magic has always considered..." 

Ed tuned out after hearing mention of the Ministry. A dog of the 
military. Or frog, in this case. The State Alchemists were called the 
dogs of the military, for serving them in exchange for military 
funding. But this woman seemed like she was a pet of the government, 
willing to bark when told to, stand when told to, attack when told 
to . 

He wasn't the only one losing interest. Many students have a blank 
look in their eyes, staring into empty space, in the happy place of 
their imaginations. The speech lasted longer than Ed would have 
liked. He liked not having her speak at all. 

Once she was done, Dumbledore applauded lightly, followed by the rest 
of the teachers. Edward remained unimpressed. The only reason he 
would clap now is to drop her into a hole in the ground. 

"Thank you very much. Professor Umbridge, " Dumbledore said, though 
the twinkle in his eye was gone. "Now, as I was saying, as many of 
you may know. Alchemy is an optional subject for the sixth and 
seventh year students, and has been, in recent times, a rather 
neglected subject." The crowd of students chuckled. "Professor Elric 
has negotiated a compromise. He has opened his class to willing 
students of every year with exception of the first-years." 

Murmurs rose again. "Now, the alchemy that Professor Elric will be 
teaching will be a difficult and unusual one, " he continued, eyes 
hardened. "It would not be an easy class. This may deter some of you 
from considering joining, if any of you had an interest in the first 
place, " he chuckled. "Judging by previous years, that would be 
extremely unlikely." Another wave of laughter. "With that in mind, I 
would like to invite Professor Elric to demonstrate a fraction of 
what you will be learning in his class." 

Edward looked at the headmaster, who was in turn looking warmly at 
him. "If you would. Professor." Grubbly-Plank gave him an encouraging 
nod, and some of the other teachers looked on in curiosity and 



eagerness as well. He sighed and got up, stepping down from the 
slightly elevated platform that the teacher's table was on, onto the 
stone floor. He could hear giggles and laughter from isolated 
sections of the students. 

He knelt down on one knee, feeling the stone, understanding the 
elements in the stone. Everyone waiting, though not like they did for 
Dumbledore. He clapped his hands together, and the noise rung 
throughout the hall, silencing everyone, as they watched. Over the 
silence, he could hear Ginny urging the people around her to 
watch . 

Placing his palms on the ground, blue lightning crackled around the 
stone. The ground around him morphed as it was deconstructed, before 
the stone in front of Ed started to rise. When it was done, a 
life-sized stone statue of Dumbledore stood, arms open, a welcoming 
smile on his face, perfectly recreated. 

The students stared in awe, teachers as well. A smattering of 
applause came from Dumbledore. "A remarkable likeness, don't you all 
agree?" The hall burst into cheers and applause at the spectacular 
display of magic they believed it to be. Another clap, and the statue 
was gone, as if nothing was ever disturbed. Edward returned to his 
seat, getting a pat on the back and the impressed smile from 
Grubbly-Plank . Umbridge had that sweet smile on her face, but he 
could tell she was less than amused. 

Once the applause died down, Dumbledore continued with the 
announcements, though the students were pack full of excitement with 
what they just saw. Once the announcements were done, he dismissed 
the students, and the teachers started to get up as well. 

Dumbledore approached Edward, after wishing well to the rest of the 
teachers. "Mister Elric, a word, if you would please." Edward 
promptly followed Dumbledore into the corridors of Hogwarts. "Quite 
the extravagant display. Mister Elric, " he chuckled, as they ascended 
Hogwarts. "Although I daresay transmuting a stone wall would have 
sufficed as well." 

"What fun would that be?" Edward chuckled, stuffing his hands in his 
pockets . 

"Indeed," Dumbledore agreed. "I must admit that I, too, have a flair 
for the dramatic." They reached a dead end, with a stone gargoyle 
etched into the wall. "Acid Pops," Dumbledore clearly said. The 
gargoyle rattled, and a rumbling of stone echoed the corridor as it 
rose, revealing steps leading upward. "Shall we?" 

Dumbledore ' s office was grandiose, as expected of the headmaster of a 
magical school. Books stacked the shelves to the ceiling, and a red 
bird perched itself Dumbledore ' s railing. 

"Whoa," was all Ed could say. 

"Now, Mister Edward, regarding your Alchemy classes, " Dumbledore 
spoke, scanning his bookshelves, "when and how often would you like 
the classes to be?" 


"Umm..." Ed pondered. "Who's taking it?" 



"Well, that is up to the students. We'll have sign up sheets in their 
dormitories by tonight." 

"Then, three times a week, I guess?" 

"Splendid!" Dumbledore clapped his hands. With a flick of his wave, a 
piece of paper floated itself into Edward's hands. 

"Alchemy classes every Monday, Thursday and Saturday, 3 o'clock," he 
read aloud. 

"Is that to your liking. Mister Elric?" 

"Yeah, looks fine." 

"Perfect!" Dumbledore enthusiastically clapped. "Now come, let me 
show you to your classroom." 

The two of them left the headmaster's office, and took the steps to 
the main section of the castle. "What about Elamel ' s 
notes ? " 

Dumbledore ' s eyes twinkled. "Ah, yes. It will take me a while to 
gather all the notes he made. It'll be delivered to you first thing 
in the morning." 

They arrived at a classroom on the fifth floor of the main building. 
"This will be your personal classroom, your living quarters are in a 
separate room at the back of this class, " Dumbledore pointed out the 
door at the back. "That is all. Mister Elric. I wish you a very good 
night. You should rest up," he smiled, "your first class starts 
tomorrow . " 

"Thanks, old man, " Edward called out as Dumbledore walked 
away . 

"Think nothing of it, my boy. Equivalent Exchange. Your efforts, for 
Hogwart ' s housing . " 

Edward went straight into his bedroom. It was simplistic, just the 
way he liked it. A window provided ample viewing of the school 
grounds and the lands beyond. A small bookshelf provided him space 
for Elamel ' s notes. A bed provided him warm comfort and a place to 
sleep in. 

"Wait, did he say tomorrow?" 


7. Worlds and the Eirst Class 

True to his word, as Edward exited his bedroom early in the morning, 
tying (not braiding!) his hair to its usual position, a stack of 
leather bound books lay on his desk. The books had no titles or 
inscriptions on them at all and were either black or red, leading 
Edward to believe that Elamel was a man with excellent taste. 

A short flip through the top book confirmed that this was the alchemy 
Edward was familiar with, coded and containing multiple Amestrian 
terms. Ed felt positively giddy, and continued to do so as he brought 
the entire stack of books back into him room, haphazardly leaving 



them all over the floor. 


Two sets of papers on his desks started to dampen his mood, though. 
One was a stack of rules and regulation Hogwarts' teachers had to 
adhere to. Edward flipped quickly through them, not bothering to read 
any of them thoroughly, looking for anything important this thing 
might contain. The final few pages had rough directions to all the 
important sections of Hogwarts, and the times that breakfast, lunch 
and dinner were served in the Great Hall. The other piece was just a 
list of names. He saw a few familiar names on them, and a lot of 
unfamiliar ones. 

Ed glanced at the clock. Breakfast had just started. Grabbing a 
random book by Elamel, he made sure his automail was well hidden 
underneath his coat before he set off for breakfast. 

He remembered where the path split to Dumbledore ' s office and to his 
classroom coming from the Great Hall, and he found himself at the 
hall with only minor incidents involving almost walking into oblivion 
when the staircases moved, cursing his mouth off and then 
subsequently swearing words at the _living paintings_ which he was 
certain would be against teacher regulation. 

He noticed Grubbly-Plank already at the table, conversing with 
another teacher. The students who had bothered to wake up this early 
to have breakfast stole sideways glances and took part in excited 
whisperings with their friends as Ed took his seat at the teacher's 
table . 

As he forked copious amounts of food onto his plate, he took out 
Elamel ' s notebook and started his puzzle solving. The world seemed to 
fade out as Ed spent all his focus on the notebook, decoding Elamel ' s 
writing while absentmindedly stuffing nutrients into his mouth. 

This specific notebook spoke about Elamel ' s theory of multiple 
worlds. Well, not so much a 'theory' as the alchemist's understanding 
of how something like that could exist. 

The notes said that with every decision made in a world, an entirely 
new world is created, no matter the choice, whether big or small. 

This meant that, potentially, millions of worlds could exist, 
invisible to everyone except the ones living on their specific 
world . 

Ed paused. This meant that there was a world where he and A1 didn't 
try to bring their mother back. He shook his head, derailing that 
train of thought. Nope, he wasn't going there. 

Elamel also theorized that the worlds created from the smallest of 
decisions were closer to the original world than the worlds created 
from the world-moving ones. Even with his genius level intellect, 
this baffled Ed the first time he read it. It then goes on to say 
something about barriers keeping all the worlds apart, and yet 
everything exists in the same place at the same time. 

Before Ed could make heads or tails of it, a sharp 'clink' brought 
him out of his trance. He looked up and was met with a completely 
empty hall, apart from him. All the food had disappeared without him 
noticing, and his fork was in contact with a perfectly clean 
plate . 



He returned to his classroom, peeking into others occasionally as he 
passed by. Ed noticed one class, the one that the pink monstrosity 
Umbridge was teaching, looked like they were in constant agony. He 
ducked away when Umbridge glanced at his direction. 

Ed finally sat down at the desk after getting into a shouting match 
with the paintings that insulted him the first time round. Glancing 
up at the clock, he was glad to see that he had just over five hours 
to himself before his class started. Grabbing a quill someone had 
left for him in a drawer, a bottle of ink and some spare paper, he 
brought out both his and Elamel ' s notebooks, and started to work on 
understanding his theory. 

After going through multiple formulas and interpretations, Ed jotted 
down his understanding of the theory in his notebook. Each of the 
different words were separated by walls, all around them at once, yet 
invisible to the naked eye. The smaller the differences between the 
worlds, the thinner the walls between them. If the worlds were wildly 
different, the walls would be much thicker as a result. Ed scratched 
his head in frustration, unsatisfied with his analogy, but unable to 
find a better way to put it. 

further deciphering Elamel ' s notes confirmed Ed's simplistic theory. 
It talked about how the barriers could be broken, but it required a 
tremendous amount of energy, and the breach in the dimensions would 
close up almost instantly, making it a one way trip, and to breach 
the barrier from the other side would require a different amount of 
energy, making controlled leaps throughout worlds, though 
theoretically possible, physically improbable. 

But that's not all. Each of the worlds has a specific professor that 

only can only be found in a single Professor that does 

not- 

"Professor!" Hemione snapped. Ed looked up, about to snap at whoever 
dared disturbed his research, when he saw his class was full of 
teens, sitting at their desks, whispering to one another. 
Eive-past-three, the clock read. 

"Uh, right," Ed acknowledged the girl. He noted that all the teens 
that lived with him at the house were here, along with that Malfoy 
kid, though without his lackeys. Ed rummaged for the box of chalk 
he'd seen earlier and moved the blackboard to the front of the class. 
He quickly sized up the room. Ginny and Luna seemed like the youngest 
students in the class, which means that everyone was at least a 
forth-year student. He stood in front, hands crossed, chest puffed, 
trying to look as threatening as possible. 

"What's up, you runts." A few of the older kids snickered, but a 
glare from Edward shut them up immediately. Ered and George remained 
silent. "You probably know me as 'the guy who did that really awesome 
thing with the stone at dinner' or, more simply, as 'Professor 
Elric ' . 

"Now, some of you may be here because you want to do cool shit. Some 
of you maybe just want to learn what all that was all about. Some," 
his gaze lingered maliciously on Malfoy, "may have come here just to 
see if I'm actually a teacher." 



Ed tossed around a piece of chalk. "Well, no matter what you came 
here for, fact is you're here now. Willing to learn. And for those of 
you who think this is just a trial run, and you can quit anytime, 
you're sorely mistaken. Alchemy is not something you can half-ass. If 
anyone has doubts, they can leave now, or else you will see this 
through to the bitter end." Nobody got up. Seemed like they'd thought 
the risk of taking an extra class through already. 

He smiled. "Seems like all of you are more determined than I gave you 
credit for." Ed snapped of a small bit of chalk. Students flinched, 
although Harry and the rest seemed to already be expecting something 
like this. "I will not be like any teacher you've had. Alchemy is not 
something you can pick up a book, read, then practice it, getting a 
slap on the wrist or detention if you get it wrong. It takes hard 
work, diligence and the ability to follow instructions to the letter. 
If you're missing any of that, well, I'm sure I can provide some..." 
Ed paused, flicking the small piece of chalk with his hand. Eyes were 
all locked on the chalk as it shot across the room, slamming into the 
door that was left slightly opened. The door slammed shut as the 
chalk disintegrated with a small, violent puff of smoke. 

"Motivation," he finished, an evil grin on his face. 

"Is that a threat?" Malfoy asked aggressively, standing up. 

Ed snapped the rest of the chalk into half. "You wanna find out?" Ed 
asked, the smile remaining on his face. "Please say yes." Malfoy sat 
down reluctantly, seeing no one that shared his sentiment. 

"Right, now that pleasantries are out of the way, let's start for 
real." Ed scrawled two words on the board with a new piece of chalk. 
"Equivalent Exchange is the heart of alchemy. It is the fundamental 
law that everyone must live by, and those who use study and use 
alchemy must abide by it, with zero exceptions." 

A girl raised her hand. "What's that?" 

Ed looked disappointed. He didn't expect anyone here to know about 
it, but he hoped otherwise. "Take a guess..." he trailed off, hand 
extended towards her. 

"Padma Patil, " she told him. Judging by the blue in her uniform, Ed 
assumed she was in Ravenclaw. Whatever that means. She thought about 
it for a moment. "Does it mean to get something you have to give 
something similar in return?" 

"Congratulations," Ed said, clapping sarcast ically , "I see you have 
the ability to read and understand words." Some students tried to 
cover up their giggles as Padma looked offended. "I didn't see any of 
you come up with anything," Ed glared at the laughing students. They 
promptly shut up. "That was a close guess. Nice try," he sincerely 
told Padma, which made her slightly happier. 

"However, 'close' means nothing in alchemy. In fact, it may even be 
worse than not trying at all." Ed put down his chalk, dusting his 
gloves off. "Equivalent Exchange means this: In order to obtain or 
create something, something of equal value must be lost or 
destroyed." His students stared at him, some blankly, with the 
exception of Harry, who had been instructed very briefly on the 
topic. "I expect each and every one of you to be able to recite this 
exactly, from heart, without missing a beat." They all scrambled to 



jot down what he said. 


The girl sitting beside Draco raised her hand. "What if you break 
that rule?" 

Ed stared at the girl. "What's your name?" 

"Pansy Parkinson." 

"Well, Parkinson, you'd suffer from what's known as a rebound. See, 
alchemy is just like an equation." He wrote "5 = 5' on the 
blackboard, which he assumed would be simple enough for them. Judging 
by the looks on their faces, it was. "Both sides have to be perfectly 
balanced for alchemy to work." He then replaced the equation with '3 
= 7' . "If you attempt too much out of too little, as in, you make a 
mistake in the equation, the energies on both sides go out of 
control, doing everything they can to stabilize themselves." He drew 
lines across the equation, back and forth until the unbalanced 
equation was covered up, then wrote '5=5' again. 

"You might end up with unwanted chunks of metal sticking out of your 
body, extra bones that grew out of control, or create an explosion 
that paints the room with your blood and guts." Looking at the 
absolutely horrified looks on everyone's faces at his vivid 
descriptions, he grinned. "The possibilities are endless, " he threw 
his hands upward, as if describing a wonderful subject matter. "So if 
you don't want any of that to happen, you will abide by the rule of 
Equivalent Exchange, is that clear?" They all nodded. 

Sharp tones rang throughout his class similar to noises a bell would 
make. The students started packing up. "Hold on!" Ed called out, and 
everyone stopped immediately, fearful of chalk attacks. He wrote a 
phrase his own teacher drilled into his and A1 ' s heads: _One is All, 
All is One_. "Solve this, by the same time next week, as a bonus 
challenge." Everyone looked at the phrase, puzzled. "Eirst guess is 
free, but failing to guess subsequent times means detention. Those 
who get it right will get something special. You can work together to 
figure it out, but getting it wrong as a group means instant 
detention for all of you, whether or not it is your first guess. Got 
it?" Nods all around again. "Great, now scram." 

Ed wiped down the blackboard as they left, pausing at the 'One is 
All' line. He smiled nostalgically, remembering the month he and A1 
had to figure out that riddle, all while trying to survive on a 
deserted island. Seeing as how these kids didn't have to hunt for 
food, build their own shelters and hide from a large monster 
pretending to try and kill them, Ed thought that a week was more than 
enough for them. 

He glanced at the white mark on the door. "I'm going to need more 
chalk. " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Ed sighed in relief as he leaned backwards in his chair. Since 
his lesson ended, he had been at his desk, going through the rest of 
Elamel ' s first notebook with no distractions. A quick peek at the 
clock told him that dinner was out of the question; it was almost 
midnight. Ed made a cursory review of what he had learned from the 
rest of the book.<p> 



To break a barrier between worlds, raw energy was not enough. The 
energy has to be directed, focused and channeled, with the easiest 
way being a transmutation circle. Early experiments with small object 
by the alchemist concluded that even an advanced, complex and 
perfectly balanced circle had no effect. Something more was 
needed . 

And his first set of notes ended there. This was nothing to the 
Fullmetal Alchemist, though it may have been because Flamel didn't 
have anything important to hide. He closed the notebook and left it 
on the desk. 

Ed felt his joints creak and pop as he stood up after hours of 
disuse. The pale moonlight shone through the classroom windows, 
emphasizing the cloudless, dark sky. _Seems like a great night to 
take a walk._ 

As he strolled through the halls of Hogwarts, no particular 
destination in mind, he wondered if Flamel ever accepted all this 
magic nonsense. The living paintings, the moving staircases, the wand 
waving. Everything went against the basic instinct of alchemists, of 
the world that Edward knew, and he had trouble accepting how people 
took it as if it was absolutely normal. He understood how, but 
couldn't comprehend it. 

Everyone, paintings included, were asleep, so Ed moved through the 
castle with no altercations. Eventually, he walked out into the 
courtyard at the entrance of the school. The stars blinked down at 
him as normal. He gazed back at them. No matter where he was, the 
stars would never change. 

Ed took a deep breath. He thought about Flamel again, whether he had 
anyone he cared about or loved in Amestris. Had any unfinished 
business. Commitments. He'd obviously spent a ton of time trying to 
get home, judging by the quality and quantity of his notes, but Ed 
couldn't help but wonder if any of those just started to fade 
away . 

There were nice people here, willing to treat Ed like family despite 
being complete strangers, and it must have been the same for Flamel. 
Willing to help him adjust to this new world, new people. Help ease 
the pain when he couldn't get home. 

_No, not when. If._ Ed still had a long way to go. And even if Flamel 
didn't figure out how to get home, he would. He had peered inside the 
Gate, damn it, and it would be a cold day in hell before the 
Fullmetal Alchemist let this get the better of him. 

Ed came back out of his mind and noticed he had paced the courtyard 
multiple times. He trembled in anger and frustration. There he went, 
losing himself in thoughts that lead nowhere. 

He laid down on a small stone bench, sighing, staring up into the 
sky. He needed A1 . A1 would always be the voice of reason to his 
outbursts, his counter-spiral to Ed's own, the other side to his 
equation . 

He loathed to admit it, but his desperation to return home could be 
more selfish than he wants it to be. He had no right to be selfish. 



not after all he's done. 


_A1 . I'm sorry . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Deacon rubbed the stump where his hand used to be. He tried to 
stop whatever that blond brat was trying to do, but whatever he did, 
or went, took his hand with him.<p> 

They didn't know about that magic circle in their hideout, and Xander 
was pretty pissed about it. He became unpredictable, cursing whoever 
he felt like at the time, and those who got on his nerves, even a 
little, were taken away for extra punishment. And judging by the 
screams echoing through the halls, it was more than just some 
workplace counseling. 

That's why he opted for guard duty most nights. No way was he going 
to be down there with that unhinged jackass. After that incident, he 
tripled the number of guards in the forest, ordering them to kill 
anyone that got too close. Everyone silently agreed to just double 
the protective charms around, as a death would make the East City 
military even more suspicious than they already are. No one would 
tell this to Xander, though. 

Deacon went around a thicket of bushes; Mother Nature was calling. 
Before he had time to do anything, a large force slammed against him 
and he was sent tumbling, smashing his head against the trunk of a 
tree. His vision went blurry, and he felt liquid trickling down the 
side of his head. _What the hell was that, a train?_ 

Two massive hands grabbed him by the shoulder and roughly pushed him 
against the tree. He felt his wand slip out of his pocket, and a 
faint rustling of leaves where it landed. 

Twin red orbs stared directly into his own eyes. They seemed to burn 
with the rage-filled flames of hell. Then, it spoke four words that 
would be burned into Deacon's memory forever. 

"Where is my brother?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s afterword: <strong>Song Ed sang in Chapter 5 was 
'Brothers' sung by Vic Mignogna. I'm too much of a copypaster to come 
up with my own song. :) 

Also, thanks to all who reviewed! All of your excitement to read 
turns into my excitement to write, no pressure on you to leave a 
review, though. Do it if you want to, don't if you don't. On break 
from school for now, though that ' s countered by my need to binge 
watch _Psych_. So, I'll see you when I see you. Buh-bye ! 


8 . The Wheel of Eate Turns 

_Ed stood in complete darkness. He couldn't even see the back of his 
hands. He tried to walk. He tripped. _ 

_"What ' s the matter, Mr Alchemist?" he heard a familiar voice echo 



all around him. 


"Lost?" 


_Ed punched at the ground in frustration, but only came in contact 
with the darkness. He tumbled through the world, and found himself 
inexplicably upright again. "Where the hell am I?"_ 

_Truth faded into his vision. He extended his arms, as if reaching 
for a hug, and uttered a lone, solitary word, the grin never leaving 
his face. "Home."_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Edward woke up with a jolt. His body shined with cold sweat, his 
heart pounding with adrenaline. <em>Damn that bastard ... <em> He was 
supposed to be guarding the Gate, not tormenting his dreams. And 
'home'? Amestris was his home. And he was not in it. 

Noting that there was still ample time for breakfast, Ed got dressed 
and ready, grabbed another of Elamel ' s notebooks and headed to the 
Great Hall. As usual, he exchanged some coarse words with the 
painting of a knight before reaching his destination. 

More students filled this hall than when Ed was here the day before, 
but he probably didn't notice the extra wave yesterday. The Hall's 
talkative mood became hushed when he walked in, many eyes following 
him from the entrance to his seat. Ed locked eyes with the Malfoy 
kid, who did an awkward combination of both sneering at him and 
averting his gaze. 

He sat down, did his ritual of forking ungodly amounts of food on his 
plate, and started reading. This one seemed to be about the basics of 
alchemy, so Ed wasn't as interested in it as he was with the book 
before . 

He wished that wasn't the case. A disgustingly sweet throat clear 
came from somewhere in his vicinity, belonging to a certain toad-like 
professor. _ I'd hate to be the guy who has to deal with this shit_, 

Ed thought, a small smirk on his lips, pitying whoever she was going 
to talk to. 

"Ahem." The throat clear came again. A blob of pick appeared at the 
edge of Ed's vision, stopping directly in front of his table. His 
smirk disappeared instantly. _Please don't tell me..._ 

"Professor Elric, " the sweet voice called. Ed closed his eyes, 
feeling a migraine hitting him like an oncoming automobile. _Crap. I 
am that guy._ 

"Professor Elric!" Umbridge sternly called, voice somehow an octave 
higher . 

He put on his best 'get away from me' face before looking up at her. 
"What? I'm busy here." 

She, however, was not fazed. "Might I have a word with you. Professor 
Elric?" 

"You've already had..." Ed counted with his fingers, mockingly, "nine 
words, that's more than enough, right?" 



If she was annoyed, she didn't show it in the least. She walked 
around the table and sat beside Edward. "Professor Edward, I have 
heard rumors of your... interesting class, to say the least," 

Umbridge said, a mixture of contempt and satisfaction in her 
eyes . 

"Yeah? Well, you didn't sign up for it, so I'm afraid there are no 
more spots." He gave her a cheeky grin, holding back the urge to 
vomit. "Better luck next time." Another piece of delicious bacon went 
into his mouth. 

The slightest of furrows appeared on her forehead, though her 
demeanor remained pleasant. She tried another method of approach. 

"I'm sure that you are familiar with the conduct of which the 
Ministry expects of their teachers here at Hogwarts." 

"Sure, " he mumbled, mouth full of food. He lied. 

"So you must also be aware that threatening students with physical 
violence is against Ministry policies, " she said, and waited for a 
response . 

Edward took his sweet time to chew and swallow his food. Umbridge, 
however, remained patiently waiting, that smile never leaving her 
face. That irked him. "What do you mean?" he asked, feigning 
innocence . 

"Do not play games with me. Mister Elric." Her voice took on a more 
venomous tone. "Just because Dumbledore has seen fit to appoint 
someone as young as you to be a professor, does not mean that the 
Ministry approves of you." 

"You can take your approval and shove it, " Ed retorted. She reeled 
back, visibly flustered now. "See, you don't really have any power 
here. All you can do is just throw around your connections with your 
precious Ministry an hope it makes an impression." 

Her facade vanished, hearing the fifteen year-old alchemy teacher 
show absolutely zero respect for the Ministry. "Now you listen 
here-" 

"Struck a nerve, have I?" Ed interrupted, a lopsided smile on his 
face. "So the only thing you love more than power is your government 
itself, huh? Sounds like you're a genuine dog of your 
Ministry . " 

Umbridge stood up abruptly, throwing the chair on the floor. Those 
students that didn't already hear the not-so-hushed argument now 
turned to look at her. Her rage lapsed temporarily as she glanced at 
the students in the Hall. Straightening out her pink cardigan, she 
tried to reapply her gentle and sweet pretense. "We shall speak of 
this matter another time. Professor." She spat out the last word, 
before striding out of the hall. 

"Bring your leash next time, maybe I'll take you for a walk!" he 
called out to her. Her stride paused only for a split second. 

Ed stretched in joy. It had been awhile since he felt the rush of 
sticking it to someone. Usually that person was Roy, but Ed thought 
this was better. He couldn't wait to see what she would do 



next . 


Until that time, though, Ed would just have to keep busy with his 
other duties. He spent the rest of that morning and most of the 
afternoon in his class, researching, though he learned nothing that 
he didn't already know. 

So it was a welcome disturbance when a certain bushy haired friend of 
Harry's entered his class . "Prof essor? " Hermione asked. She closed the 
door behind her, alone. 

"It's not class time, Hermione, so don't go calling me that." Ed 
waved a hand, as if lazily swatting a fly. 

"Umm. . . okay, Edward...?" she tentatively said, obviously 
uncomfortable with treating a professor so casually on Hogwarts 
grounds . 

"Don't you have other homework or whatever you need to be doing?" Ed 
asked. He casually stuffed the notebook into a desk drawer. 

"Well, that's actually what I'm here for," she announced, exuding 
confidence now. 

Ed raised an eyebrow, curious. "Alright, I'll bite." He sat on the 
table. "Take a seat," he suggested. Once the girl was properly 
seated, he got down to business. "So, you got a guess for the riddle 
already? " 

She nodded. "I think the riddle means that we're all 
connected . " 

Edward looked somewhat impressed. She seemed to have gotten close. 
"That's a little vague. Is that all you got?" 

"Well, 'All' has to mean everything, and 'One' has to mean me, or an 
individual, right?" Hermione reasoned. Once Ed gave his approval, she 
continued. "Then 'All is One, One is All' has to mean that the world 
is part of me, since it basically created me, and I am part of the 
world, since everything I do gives back to it." 

Now Ed was really impressed. "You got that all in just one day?" She 
made a noise of confirmation. "And you're not sharing this with Ron 
or Harry?" 

"Well, Ron is Ron, and since this is not compulsory he doesn't seem 
to care, and Harry's..." Hermione trailed off. 

"Lemme guess, he's in trouble cause he mouthed off to the wrong 
people at the wrong time?" Ed said. She nodded again. 

"Typical . " 

"It's not his fault," she immediately defended. "Well, it was, but 
Umbridge was claiming that Harry was lying about You-Know-Who being 
back and that he was making all that stuff up just for attention and 
so Harry stood up in front of the whole class and yelled at her and 
she gave him detention-" 

"Whoa, slow down. Don't forget to breathe," Ed stopped her. She was 
like a machine-gun, rattling on and on without pause. Hermione looked 



embarrassed, then took a few deep breaths. "Okay, first of all, I 
don't know you-know-who . Explain." 

She looked shocked. "Oh, right, you're not from..." Seeing the look 
on Ed's face, she didn't finish that sentence. " You-Know-Who is the 
most powerful Dark Wizard to exist, and he tried to kill Harry when 
he was a baby . " 

"He got a name?" 

Hermione cringed slightly, then whispered, "Voldemort." 

"That's the guy Harry was pissed about back then," Ed recalled out 
loud. "What did you mean by 'tried to kill'?" 

"Well, the curse he used on Harry backfired on himself, and he died. 
Up until last year, when Harry saw him coming back to life." Ed 
laughed, and this startled the young witch. "What's so funny?" 

Ed gave her a face of disbelief. "Oh, come on. You don't seriously 
believe that resurrection is possible, do you?" 

"Are you saying that Harry was lying?" she asked, offended. 

Ed rubbed the bridge of his nose. Do people think that their magic 
can do everything, even if it's against the laws of nature? "Alright, 
let's just not talk about this and get back to the riddle, okay?" 
Hermione looked displeased, but agreed anyway. "Your definition could 
use some refinement, but you got the general gist of it. You got it 
right . " 

Her face lit up, though the negativity on her face still remained. 
"You said you would give the students who got it right something 
special. What is it?" 

"Yeah, about that," Ed scratched his head. "I didn't think anyone 
would be able to solve it, so I don't have an actual prize 
yet . " 

"But..." Hermione stuttered, face one of severe disappointed. Ed felt 
terrible for her. She must have put in so much work to get ahead of 
her class or get some recognition, and now she had nothing to show 
for it. Except knowledge she had what it took to be an alchemist, but 
Ed had a feeling she wouldn't be happy with just that. 

He sighed. "Eine, fine, here's what I'll give you." She perked up. 
"One question. You get one question to ask, and I'll answer it to the 
best of my ability. You can take it back, think about it, don't even 
have to use it if you don't want to." 

Hermione thought deeply for a full minute, with Ed fidgeting about 
impatiently after the first three seconds. Then, she finally spoke. 
"Why don't you believe Harry?" 

Ed rolled his eyes. "You really want to waste your all-encompassing 
question on that?" She thought about it for a moment, then shook her 
head, and went back to contemplating. Ed groaned, looking up at the 
ceiling. She then mumbled something, too quietly for him to hear. 
"What was that?" he asked, leaning closer 



"What was that song you were singing about?" she repeated, only 
slightly louder. Ed, realizing what the question was, stared at her, 
stunned. "I'm sorry!" she exclaimed, getting up, immediately 
regretting her decision. "We didn't mean to walk in on you that 
night, we just wanted to check if you were okay and then we heard you 
singing that beautiful song but we didn't understand it because it 
wasn't in English but it sounded so sad so we've been thinking about 
what it could mean and-" she inhaled deeply. 

"No, it's okay," he assured her, stopping her panic attack. "It was 
about my brother." 

"You have a brother?" Hermione asked carefully. She seemed to know it 
was a sensitive subject. 

"Yeah. Alphonse. He's a year younger than me, and we are all that we 
got. Our dad left when we were young and our mom died a few years 
after. Bastard didn't even come back for the funeral," he hissed, 
contempt lacing his voice. 

"I'm sorry," she squeaked. 

"Don't be," Ed said. He shook his head. "A1 and I get by just fine 
without him." 

Hermione paused, thinking of the next thing to say. "So your 
brother's waiting for you all alone at home?" 

"Not really. If I know Al, he's probably looking for me by now. Maybe 
even with the help of the colonel, " he chuckled. 

"Colonel? Like in a military?" 

Ed's brow furrowed and he blinked rapidly, coming out of the short 
trance talking about Al set him in. He got off the table. "You've 
already used up your question, and got more than one answer out of 
me. I think that's more than enough." 

Hermione looked bewildered, like she just heard the biggest 
cliffhanger to a story ever, before bowing her head in acceptance. 
"Yes, professor." She strolled to the exit, slowly, as if she was 
hoping Ed would change his mind. When it was clear that he wasn't 
going to, she turned around once more. "I'm going to find out more 
about your story, Ed. Mark my words." 

Ed grinned. "You can try." 

Hermione returned the smile, and left his line of sight. He sat down, 
retrieving Elamel ' s notebook. That small chat with he girl reignited 
his motivations to get back home, and he wasted no more time getting 
back to it . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The moment he was informed that Ed was missing, Al almost lost 
it. He stormed into Mustang's office, yelling at the colonel. Al 
wasn't angry with anyone in particular, but Mustang did sent Ed alone 
to investigate without backup, and Al latched onto that fact.<p> 


The Elame Alchemist informed Al that he was sparing no man in the 



search for the older Elric, and even if something did happen to Ed, 
the boy was nothing if not capable of defending himself. A1 trusted 
the colonel; he cared deeply for his subordinates, including the 
extra sense of responsibility he had for the Elric brothers, even if 
he didn't show it. That did nothing to ease A1 ' s mind. 

The wait throughout the second day was hellish. A1 camped out in the 
library, just like he'd promised. The books kept A1 company, if only 
for minutes at a time. Every time the doors opened, A1 expected Ed to 
waltz in, a shit-eating grin on his face, all battered and bruised 
and saying something like 'Sorry to keep you waiting, little brother' 
before collapsing on the floor. Nope. As soon as he heard the doors 
creak, A1 ' s expectations flew through the roof, then got dashed just 
as quickly. 

At the end of the day, he'd gone to Mustang yet again, to try and 
find out if anything relating to Ed came up. But, once A1 saw the 
untidy mess of papers around the desk and the dark circles under the 
colonel's eyes that were still burning with resolve, he backed out. 
Self-directed anger filled A1 . His brother was missing, everyone was 
working non-stop to find him, and what was he doing? Sitting in the 
library, waiting for the world to bring Ed back. No. That wasn't how 
Elrics did things. 

So, when night came, A1 made a hole in the back of the compound, 
snuck out, then resealed it perfectly with alchemy. He silently moved 
away from East City, and when he was far away enough, ran full speed 
towards the forest, disappearing from the view of the city. 

Now in the forest, A1 kept low, not wanting to attract the attention 
of whoever had his brother. It took quite a bit searching, but A1 
managed to uncover a small dirt figure of him hidden underneath 
leaves and twigs. Ed was here. And it did give A1 an idea. 

Now, with leaves and twigs covering his body, A1 hoped that he looked 
like an over-sized bush as he followed the trails of little Als. He 
came across a small patch of blackness on the ground and realized 
that it was a small piece of black cloth when he picked it up. A1 put 
it in his armor's chest cavity for safe keeping. 

Progressing further, A1 couldn't find any more little hims, deducing 
that this was probably where Ed got taken. So he hunkered down, 
disguised as a bush, waiting for someone to come by. 

And his patience paid off. No later than thirty-four minutes and 
twenty-seven seconds later (A1 was counting) , a man in a full black 
robe and hood walked out from deeper in the trees and started stood 
around. A guard. A1 kept still, waiting for this man to lower his 
defenses . 

This man was a terrible guard, as not more than five minutes later, 
he started fidgeting and moved away from his post. A1 got ready. As 
soon as the man slowed down, A1 broke into a full sprint, shaking off 
the leaves and twigs that disguised him. His full, uncovered armor 
pummeled into the man, sending him headfirst into a tree. Before the 
man could get up, A1 grabbed him and slammed him against the tree. 
"Where is my brother?" he growled. 


"Wha...?" the man mumbled weakly through a white mask that had slits 
for his eyes and mouth. A1 didn't find this answer acceptable, and he 



threw the man on the ground. The robed figure found his bearings, and 
tried to crawl away, eyes affixed on the armored monster approaching 
him. 

A1 pinned the man to the ground with one hand. "Where is my brother?" 
he asked again, emphasizing each word slowly. 

"I-I..." the man stammered. 

"Wrong answer," A1 announced. He punched the ground next to the man's 
head, and felt the man flinch hard. "Don't make me ask 
again . " 

"W-wait ! " he held his hands up defensively. "Are you talking a-about 
that little blond alchemist?" 

"Yes!" A1 said, feeling excited at the prospect of finding his 
brother . 

"H-He disappeared. . . " 

A1 would have felt his stomach drop, if he had one. "What do you 
mean, 'disappeared'?" 

The man was trembling now. "W-We captured him," he paused, as if 
expected an outburst, "then he tried to use some alchemy and 
activated a magic circle and disappeared and that's all I know!" 

A1 looked at the man in disbelief, though he couldn't show it. No 
transmutation array that A1 ' s heard of could make someone just vanish 
into thin air. "Take me to it," he commanded. 

With A1 ' s vice-like grip on his arm, the man led him further into the 
woods, avoiding the other guards in the area. They came to a large 
mansion, which astounded A1 . It looked old and decrepit, but the 
strangest fact was that A1 had never seen this before, not from East 
City and certainly not from the edge of the forest. 

The inside of the house didn't look much better than the outside. 
Cobwebs, rotting wood, creaky floorboards were common as A1 and the 
man moved through the house. For a place in such disrepair, though, 
the floor was suspiciously dust-free, and A1 didn't sense any insects 
or bugs nearby. 

A1 ' s hostage led him down into the mansion's basement, quietly. It 
had a completely different feel compared to the house above, 
constructed out of what looked like smooth concrete, without any 
seems, cracks or lines in the walls and floors, apart from the metal 
doors even spaced out 

"It's this one," the man whimpered, gesturing to a door in the middle 
of the hallway. 

A1 placed a hand on the door, trying to push it open. When it didn't 
budge, he looked at his captive. The man shrugged. "Don't move," A1 
ordered. Clapping his hands, the Armored Alchemist placed them on 
either side of the metal doors, creating a larger set of double doors 
that easily opened. The room inside was dark, devoid of any thing 
other than the concrete walls. A1 looked at the man. "You said there 
was a circle here. Where is it?" 



"I-I don't know! We didn't know it was there until that brat 
activated it, then it was gone as fast as it appeared!" the man said, 
flustered . 

A1 glanced back into the room. "Wait here." He meticulously entered 
the room and searched every inch of the wall and the floor, looking 
for any trap doors or mechanisms. 

The moment A1 stepped into the center of the room, he felt a surge of 
energy. The same kind of energy he feels whenever he uses alchemy. 

The room glowed with white light as the runes below A1 came to life. 
He looked to the man standing in the doorway. "What did you do?" The 
man didn't seem to hear him, but his eyes widened behind the mask. 
"Hey!" A1 yelled. He tried to reach out for the man, but his hand was 
met with some sort of invisible force, repelling him back into the 
circle . 

The man shuddered, looking around at something that wasn't there, 
then ran away. "Hey!" A1 yelled after him, but he was already 
gone . 

Unlike his brother, Alphonse didn't get a good look at the circle 
before it took him. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The next day started just like any other for Edward. Woke up 
early, went down for breakfast with notes in pocket, scolded the 
painting on his way there. <p> 

Umbridge was nowhere to be seen that morning, which Ed took to be a 
huge blessing. The teacher's table at breakfast was quite full this 
morning. Either everyone's stomach seemed to be empty at this time, 
it was a Wednesday tradition for all the teachers to gather and have 
breakfast, or that Umbridge ' s absence meant that they could all come 
and eat in peace. 

He took the only available seat next to a man dressed in black, with 
shoulder-length black hair and a permanent scowl on his face. All 
throughout breakfast, Ed caught the professor giving him disapproving 
glances . 

After the eighth glance, Ed turned to the professor and, with a 
mouthful of food, confronted him. "You got a problem with me, tall, 
dark and greasy?" 

The man's face scowled even more, if that were possible. Edward had 
the feeling that he'd already made this guy's dislike list. "You will 
address me as Professor Snape, is that clear. Professor 
E 1 r 1 c ? " 

"Yeah, whatever you say, Snape, " Ed dismissed. 

The professor's eyes narrowed. "Arrogant, impertinent, 
foolhardy . " 

"Excuse me?" 


Snape ' s eyes locked with Ed's. The alchemist felt a chill run down 



his spine. "You have all the qualities of a conceited fourth-year, 
and none befitting that of a professor. I fail to see why Dumbledore 
would allow you to teach here." 

Ed tore his eyes away from the man, focusing on Flamel ' s notebook. 
There was something unnatural about Snape, and Ed didn't like it. 
"Whatever. Why don't you go ask him yourself?" 

Snape ' s mouth twitched, as if trying to hide a smile. Or trying to 
smile. "Perhaps I will. In the meantime, unlike you, I have lessons 
to prepare for." He got up and walked out of the Great Hall, black 
robe billowing behind him, leaving the Fullmetal Alchemist 
unconsciously rubbing his automail. 

Ed, again, spent the rest of the morning in his classroom. This set 
of notes gradually talked about the possibility of the use of, what 
the people call here, magic. 

Elamel confirmed Ed's theory that the magic in this world could have 
been just another form of alchemy. Or maybe a distant cousin. Ed 
thought of the possibility that alchemy and magic were just different 
ways of using the raw power that flows through every world, like 
different branches on a massive tree. 

He didn't have time to assess his new findings, however. Ed's eyes 
grew wide in horror as he decoded the final page of book. He took 
off, faster than anyone could say 'Flamel was creating a 
Philosopher's Stone'. 

He got a lot of disapproving exclamations and hushes as he dashed 
across the Hogwarts premises. "Acid Pops!" Ed yelled at the gargoyle, 
sprinting up the stairs when the thing finally shifted high 
enough . 

As Edward reached the top, entering Dumbledore ' s office, he saw the 
end of a discussion between the headmaster and Snape. They both 
looked at him. "Ah, Professor Elric, to what do I owe the honor?" 
Dumbledore asked, smiling. 

"I need to talk to you," Ed said. He glanced at Snape. "In 
private . " 

The headmaster and Snape shared a look. Wordlessly, Snape walked past 
Ed, not acknowledging his presence, and left the two of them alone. 
"Now, Professor, I would appreciate some notice before you come 
barging into my office next time, " Dumbledore chuckled, sitting 
behind his desk. 

"Yeah, well, this is important." Ed walked up to Dumbledore ' s desk 
and plopped the notebook on it. "Did you know that Flamel was trying 
to create a Philosopher's Stone?" 

Dumbledore stroked his beard, amused. "My boy, he didn't just try. He 
succeeded . " 

Ed gritted his teeth in anger and disbelief. "Does he still have 
it?" 


"Unfortunately, no. After an incident with Voldemort a few years ago 
Flamel and I agreed that it was best destroyed to prevent it from 



getting into the wrong hands, " Dumbledore explained. At seeing Ed 
shaking in anger, he asked, "What is the matter, my dear 
Edward? " 

"Do you know what goes into making a Philosopher's Stone?" Ed said, 
his voice dangerously quiet. "Live humans." 

Dumbledore ' s smile faltered for just a moment. "That's not possible. 

I knew Nicolas, and he was not the kind of man to sacrifice people 
for his personal benefit." 

Ed paced the room, frustrated. "It says right there," he pointed to 
the notebook, "on the last page, that he was going to attempt to 
create another Philosopher's Stone, possibly to try and get home. He 
had his own notes on Amestris when he tried to do the same 
thing . " 

"But he did not go home, even after he created the Stone, " Dumbledore 
deduced. "He lived a long and happy life with his wife here. Perhaps 
circumstances changed, Edward. He may have found another substitute 
for... human lives." 

"No, no, no, " Ed denied. "The Stone allows the user to bypass 
Equivalent Exchange by using human souls stored in it during its 
creation. Nothing is more precious than souls. Unless..." 

"Unless?" Dumbledore asked, curious at the boy's train of 
thought . 

"Unless you know something more valuable than the lives of human 
beings . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s afterword<strong>* * : * * Yay, slightly longer 
chapter + plot progression! 


End 
f lie . 



